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Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our _beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women. . 

and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 
tions 





; 


FA) your own suits 
WITHOUT te COST: 


Our plan makes it easy for 
you to get your own personal 
suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying lc—in 
addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only 
do we start you on the road to 
making big money, but we also 
make it easy for you to get 
your own clothes without pay- 
ing one penny. No wonder 
thousands of men write en- 
thusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 











Send for This Money- 
| Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“SBQuo 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 


——V—a—a need any experience to take orders. Everything is 


simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we’ll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
the coupon today! 


STONE-FIELD CORPORATION Dept. W-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 
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r 
| STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. W-964 | 
| 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. | 
| Dear Sir: | 
I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR | 

1 aND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable 
{ Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- | 
y LUTELY FREE. | 
j | 
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DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 


home in 12 short weeks 


"S gohmort 
ye aries 






A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 





THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. 


ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 


DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 


STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 


Mii. 
POST GRADUATE HOSEITAL:S HOOL OF NURSING 
17L86 Auditorium Bldg: ;Chicago 5, Ill. 
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WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 


Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 





POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L86 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
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ADDRESS___ 


CITY ZONE STATE 
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swim 


anywhere, 
any time 


In sea or surf. . . pond, lake or pool. . . 

time-of-the-month”’ never holds you 
back from swimming—not when you're 
a Tampax user! 

Tampax internal sanitary protection is 
completely invisible when in place. (Unfelt, 
roo.) And it won't absorb a single drop 
of water. In every possible way it makes 
you feel your free, natural, normal self— 
it even prevents odor from forming! And 
if you're spending the whole day away 
from home, Tampax is convenient to 
carry, easy to insert and change, simple 
to dispose of. 

But you don’t have to swim to benefit 
from Tampax in warm weather. It’s by 
far the coolest sanitary protec- 
tion you can wear. It never 
chafes or irritates — never be- 
trays its presence in any way. So 
why just sit here reading » 
it? Go out and buy some—now! Choice 
of 3 absorbency-sizes at all drug and 
notion counters. Ask*for Regular, Super 
or Junior. Economy size gives average 4- 
months’ supply. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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“| can't buy blind with a family this size... 





























...80 to be satisfied most... | always gel Brands 


18 
:| that have made a Name for themselves” 
36 
40 

P a ee FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 
10 feed, clothe, shelter, transport or whatever... 1. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
12 make every dollar buy you satisfaction— quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 
re buy brands of quality. To help you do that, taste best, are best. 
16 advertisers in this magazine are good 2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 
17 names to know. They’re proud of their value. Brand Names save time “‘puzzling”’ 


brands—’cause they satisfy so. over labels, models, prices, etc. 
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| 3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 
| widest selections. Brand Names offer the 
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2 ‘Tmade it/ I cold it/ IT bought it/ most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 

45 4. GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to- 

4 date products. Brand Names keep improving, 
modernizing, introducing new things. 

omer BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 

~~ INCORPORATEDO 


437 FIFTH AVENUE + NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 





MANUFACTURER DEALER CUSTOMER 










Send A Copy 


‘o Your Friends 


. . « without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


~) If possible send the August issue. 
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By Margo Hughes 


UT IN HOLLYWOOD, movie starlet Vera “Viejah” Francis is being nominated 

for an Academy Award... brilliant acting, but not before the movie 
cameras. They’re still talking about her uninvited performance at the very swank 
party thrown for a bunch of visiting New Yorkers by fashion designer, L’Tanya, 
who threatened “for two cents” to give her the heave-ho. 
But a popular bandleader’s wife did it for free. 

Singer Bobby Short was real busy for a spell. Theatre 
audiences were busy too, wondering why Bobby wasn’t 
taking any curtain calls when he appeared in the New York 
City Center production of “Kiss Me Kate.” He had to rush 
back over to the fashionable Beverly Club, where he’s be- 
come a fixture, and entertain the social stay-up-lates. 

Miss Authurine Lucy’s case against the University of 
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Vera (Viejah) Francis 
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Alabama is being given the movie treat- 





ment. An Upstate New York College has 
been picked as the site of the shooting, 
cause the Negro and white actors could 





hardly make it together on location in 
‘Bam. 

Meanwhile, Birmingham’s campaign 
to ban rock ’n’ roll from juke boxes and 
radio is getting nowhere. Disc jockeys 
are playing as many records as always 
and the kids intend to keep right on 
rockin’ and rollin’. 

The people who claim rock ’n’ roll is 
for the birds just may be right. Among 


the foursomes ing out are such 


ionel Hampton Harry Belafonte 





bird groups as The Robins, The Ravens, 
The Parakeets, The Flamingos, The Pen- 
guins and The Thunderbirds. 

Rock ’N’ Roll really gets round. too. 
“Mr. B” Billy Eckstine has recorded a 
“Tennessee Rock ’N’ Roll” .. . 
Eartha Kitt comes up with the “Hono- 
lulu Rock ’N’ Roll.” 

On his last New York date. Bo Diddley 


had his manager order up two brand 


while 


new white Cadillacs . . . one for him- 


self and one for his guitar. His en- 
tourage gets the old Caddy. 
Bandman Illinois Jacquet is rolling on 


silver and gold ...a silver Cadillac 


Ramon Bruce Dinah Washington 





Eldorado, that is . . . with gold wheels. 

New Jersey fans of 1 aaaam theeee 
Bruce may be surprised to learn that 
their favorite rock ’n’ roll deejay-pro- 
moter is a serious student at Rutgers 
University studying marketing 
policies and human relations. 

Harlem’s newest disc jockey, 22-year- 
old Georgia born Rubin Pittman, is a 
recent grad of Princeton University. 
He’s busy on the side studying to become 
an opera singer. 

That feem deejay out Houston way. 
who’s known as “Dizzy Lizzy,” is a 
former vocalist (Continued on Page 63) 





Bobby Short P. J. Sidney 








NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by dectors 
Trusted by women 





Mail this coupon today 


1. Ant wept 2c (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “‘medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 








3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 
They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
mail this : . T68 
i ~ coupon to: Dept 


ny, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 











4 plain envelope. 
Re Name_ 
4 if < (pcease print) 
. cy Street, 
A NORWICH PRODUCT City. Zone State 











GANGS’ 


lly was real smart. The gang knew he was going some- 
































| : 
s fast, but they didn’t figure his destination—-prison. ) 


> OME cuys DON’T KNOW how lucky they are. Like that guy there 

‘in the yellow convertible with the girl sitting close beside him, waiting 

the traffic light to change. Or those kids over there in that sandlot, playing P ¢ 
eball. Even that old geezer sitting out there on that park bench, nod- , 
ing in the sun. They’re all real lucky. I’m pretty lucky myself. My cell _ 

s on the fifth floor and I can see over the prison walls. 

Things could be a lot worse. Take those guys on the lower floors, 

instance. They don’t even get a chance to see out. Or suppose 

y had sent me up to the farm. Nothing out there but trees and 

s. Lots of prisons aren’t even right in town like this one. Yeah, 

hings could be worse. 

But if anybody had told me that two years ago, I would have said has 

off his rocker. I was leading a lousy life. The lousiest. I saw my old man 

y between seasons. When he wasn’t working at the post office, he was behind 
counter of the liquor store. He made a lot of money, I suppose. It kept up a 

Z apartment and a good-looking car, but what good was that? The house was as 

d as the morgue and the old man used the car to drive from one job to 

ner. Now that I think about it, maybe he stayed at work to keep from 
Pcie. My old lady wasn’t any bargain. At first, when she was sober 

would nag all the time and when she was drunk she was just drunk. But 

it got so, drunk or sober, she was nagging all the time. She yelled because 

y old man wasn’t smart enough to get rich and then she yelled because 

> worked all the time trying. Then she blamed him because she wasn’t 

and famous woman. She should have been a concert pianist, she 

saying. Maybe she should have, the way she kept banging away on that 

o all the time. She said getting married and having me had ruined her chance 

a career. I don’t know how she figured. She didn’t spend any time on us. She 
drank and plunked that piano. Sometimes she (Continued on Page 21) 








“The boys said dames are dangerous, but I thought Tom 
Sullivan's sister was different. She was—deadly.” 
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Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
... gives youthful color to gray hair . . . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 

. Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 
this very day. 









You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 








In 18 flattering shades 










































3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 


ae Apply Godefroy's Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


.* Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 


IGODEFROY MFG. CO. ¢ 3510 OLIVE © ST. LOUIS 3, mo] 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 
























By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 24 years old and in love with 
a 33 year old man. We have been going 
together for 17 months. I have been 
faithful to him, but he is not faithful to 
me. I am jealous of him every time | 
know he has been out with another wom- 
an and it worries me. | want to quit him 
or forget about him, but it is hard to do 
because I love him with all my heart. He 
is good to me but he will go out with 
other women and stay out late with 
them. It happens when he leaves me on 
Saturday or Sunday nights. He tells me 
he doesn’t go out with anyone else, but 
I know he does. I was going with a nice 
respectable boy 22 years old, but when 
he got another girl friend I quit him. 
Now he wants to marry me but I don’t 
love him as much as I do this other one. 
He is nice looking and respectable, but 
the other one is a little different. No- 
body ever says a good word for him. 
Mrs. Jackson, will you please help me 
for I am worried and lonely. 


Worried, Sandra B. 


Dear Sandra: 

You might be terribly worried, but 
you couldn’t possibly be lonely with one 
man wanting to marry you and the other 
dating you every Saturday and Sunday 
night! Your 33 year old gentleman 
friend has already begun telling you lies 
even before marriage when they aren't 
necessary. Just what will he do, or how 
many more will he tell after he marries 
you and can’t or shouldn’t date his extra 
women friends. He probably thinks he 
is the sharpest “floating Casanova” in 
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town, and laughs at his girl friends 
whom he has fooled. No wonder folks 
can’t think of him as being respectable 
enough to say decent things about him. 
No one appreciates a sly, cheating 
schemer. Your best bet is to overcome 
your love and jealousy for him unless 
you think you'll be satisfied with his 
multi-divided affection. Your younger 
boy friend doesn’t sound too stable 
either, still he seems a lot better than the 
older one. If he has finally made up his 
mind to be true to you, I would think 
twice before I would say no! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 16 years old and would like your 
advice. I have a boy friend who gradu- 
ated from high school last year and now 
he is in New York. He is 18, writes me 
very often and seems to be a nice boy, 
but I’ve found that I don’t like him any 
more. I’ve met another boy who is a 
junior in high school and he is nice and 
respectable. However, my parents don’t 
seem to like him as well as the one in 
New York, and for no reason at all. 
They want me to like the fellow in New 
York, but I can’t. I like the one in high 
school and he likes me. He knows my 
parents don’t like him, but he doesn’t 
seem to mind. Please tell me what to do. 
I don’t want to stop with the one in New 
York and disappoint my parents, and | 
don’t want to stop dating the fellow in 
school because I like him very much. 
Please give me some advice. Thank you 
very much. 

Very truly yours, H.L.C. 


Dear H.L.C.: 

With a little time the situation should 
work itself out. I’m sure your parents 
want you to date, but they feel slightly 
partial to the boy in New York for rea- 
sons of their own. However, if he stays 
there for any length of time, it would be 
impossible for you to be more than “pen 
pals” with him. Write to him and try to 
make it clear that while you wish to re- 
main good friends you also intend to 
date other boys and hope he will date 
girls. After all you are only 16, he is 18 
and neither one of you are engaged. 
Teen agers should be allowed to date 
more than one boy or girl. This gives 
them an opportunity to recognize the 
good, and lasting qualities in a person 
and the ones that you wish to find in 
your selected life time mate. Have an- 
other conference with your parents and 


explain to them that you are missing a 


great deal of school and social life by 
waiting on someone in New York. Prob- 


ably he is faced with a similar situation 
and is hoping you will be the first to 
tell him how you feel. Your next prob- 
lem is getting your parents to like this 
hometown boy. 
claim, invite him to your home and see 
to it that he talks to your parents for a 
few minutes. Chances are, he’ll charm 
them as he has you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My problem concerns a boy that I like 
very much. However, my mother for- 
bids him to come see me because he is 
one inch shorter than I, and because he 
didn’t finish high school. 
nice, but somehow or other she doesn’t 
understand that. Whenever I talk to her 
about him, all she tells me is that she 
doesn’t want dumb people in her house.” 
This boy can’t understand why I won’t 


He is very 


let him come to see me and | can’t tell 
him what my mother said, can I? I am 
16 and he is 17, and does the fact that 
he is shorter than I really matter? 
Please tell me. 

Yours truly, C.S. 


Dear C.S.: 

Your mother is not being fair or dem- 
ocratic to either you or the young man, 
and her reasons for not welcoming him 
into your home are very silly. Don’t 
get too impatient or lose your temper, 
but try once again talking to her. Tell 
her that a person’s physical appearance, 
whether he is tall or short, skinny or fat, 
light or dark should in no way affect 
his personality and character. Undoubt- 
edly she already knows this, but it will 
do her good if you told her again. Please 
don’t be impudent or impertinent! Teen 
age boys are usually a little later reach- 
ing their full growth than girls of the 
same age or even younger. As to why 
your mother labels him “dumb,” I won- 
der if it’s because she thinks he wasn’t 
intelligent enough to finish high school. 
There are many things to consider in 
helping her get to know this boy. Invite 
him to your home when you think she 
will be in a very good mood, and fore- 
warn your friend to be on his best be- 
havior. I hope there aren’t any fire- 
works, what I do think might happen is 
that once your mother actually meets 
this fellow and talks to him that he will 
be able to (Continued on Page 47) 


If he is as nice as you | 
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7 Follow the leaders in the 


fashion parade who know that it 
takes a lovely complexion to get a 


“‘male following’’. Today, start 
using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed. Watch your own 
skin take on a new radiance, a new 
lighter, brighter, softer, smoother 
look. Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way of 
lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 


Cream 
at all drug 









BLACK =m AnD WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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TODAY 
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Doctor's Invention Gives New 














Any now gets her own épecial Gave yen Help 
be sweat ost likel to 7 te henoene gnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
derful called AD Ts-A-GUIDE. tn Because ADVIS- 

A-GUIDE (whichis a + automatic indicator) one 
shows you Frown specia ys when you are most y 
to be fertile. Most t—these s fertile days of 
yours are the only days when — witl be most yah caren 


coivea ane spemne ys of yours 
easily and simply witen youu —— 1S-A- CUIBE. "Bestof all all 
—Dectors and the Church and recommended 
ADVIS-A-GU IDE Panna wy jany women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has heiped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do‘an much for you because you get 
it with 2 Just send me your 
deli game and address with 3c} GUIDE ae t you in oe 
livers your oe youin 
= ed personel a ee imple instructions—pay 
only $1, 


one 

guaran 

tee: Use your ADV S- - 2 GUIDE tor i0 dae. If youare not 
ly satistied 


—if not delighted with the it 
mn relations — return it to me. I'l! 








save 42 postage b ull f 
coin ine 4 check when you waite to 4 
then | pay all pecenae.) Write me personally. 
Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, 


BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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Being a member of the “Greatest Air Force 
in The World” is a great honor and privilege. 
but even the most powerful person needs a 
little companionship to build a greater and 
stronger morale. I’m interested in correspond- 
ing with girls between the ages of 18-22 of any 
nationality. 

Photos will be gladly exchanged. 

A/3C Sid Cain 
815th Hq. Sq. Box 205 
Forbes A.F.B., Kansas 


|'m desirous to correspond with females in 

the U.S.A. I am 26 years old, citizen of Haiti. 

I speak French, English and Spanish. I’m light 

brown, 5'10” and 145 lbs. My occupation is a 

dance teacher and professional dancer in Latin 
American rhythm. 

Harry Thomas 

P. O. Box 862 

Port-Au-Prince 

Haiti, W.1. 


Would like very much to correspond with 
an intelligent young man from Haiti, the Ba- 
hamas or Cuba. | am 24 and prefer the young 
man to be between the ages of 28-32. 

G. Barone 

Yo Blackman 

486 Marion St. 
Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


! am 33 years old, brown complexion, 5'4”, 
135 lbs. and have a daughter 4 years old. Am 
looking for a nice young man (age not im- 
portant), but at least 28. Would prefer older 
man who wants something in life other than 
going out and having a good time. | would 
like a happy home with children. He must be 
light brown or fair complexion and at least 
59”, well built—not bald and he must have 
a pleasant personality. 

Sarah E. Galloway 
513 West 145th St. 
New York, N. Y. 


| would like to correspond with servicemen 
all over the world and other boys and girls 
between the ages of 17-22. I’m 17, jet black 
hair (shoulder length). My main hobbies are 
dancing, singing, reading, writing and just 


having lots of fun. 
Emma Jean Lockett 
2022 Cole Street 
St. Louis 6, Mo. 


Please print my letter for me and my baby. 
We are left behind by baby’s father who 
promised to marry me. | am an Austrian girl 
that was going with a Negro soldier, but he 
left and told me he would send for us to come 
to America where my sweet brown baby would 
have a chance in life. We have heard nothing 
from him since. 

My baby is a boy, born December 1, 1955. 
His name is Bernie. I am 20 years old. We 
really have no life here, especially my baby. 
Maybe there is some nice man that would like 
a nice wife and sweet little baby. 

Margaret Bianchini 

Ytzlinger Austr. 
Siedlung 21 
Salzburg, Austria 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Am in need of Pen Pals. All letters will be 


answered. 
Lucille M. Clacher 
% J. Stephenson 
Myrtle Bank P. O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 


1 am a single man, part Indian and part 
white. I’m 6 feet tall, black hair, blue eyes and 
ruddy color skin. I’m 37 years old and desirous 
of female pen pals. Race isn’t important. 

Orville Smith Jr. 
Car Hotel 

514% Main Street 
Kansas City 6, Mo. 


Please will you be kind enough to place this 
little note in your Letters To The Editor 
column as | am desperate! 

Perhaps I’m lost in a make-believe world 
where dreams do not come true, or I’m reach- 
ing for the impossible perfection of realistic 
romance. | dare say, not at any time have I 
discovered or as far as encountered a likely 
mate for a twosome life. What’s wrong? Which 
leads to the all important questions I wish to 
ask. 

For the sake of Calvin Simms, that’s me, of 
course, won’t someone inform me of the where- 
abouts of the young ladies in the age group 
(25-28). Have they all gotten married and 
are confined to the limits of their own house- 
hold? Is it due to an intellectual dullness that 
they are afraid to show themselves any more? 
Have they become physically hideous that a 
public appearance would inflict an injustice 
upon elegant beauty. or would hinder the os- 
tentatious freedom of rare attractiveness? 

Please, someone, tell me, enlighten me, illu- 
minate my vision that I may lay eyes on one. 
If one’s around, and is untied and should | 
see her and accept her; I'll surely place her at 
the summit of my heart’s affection. Respect, 
esteem, and honor would I bestow upon her. 

So then, in conclusion, you ladies in the 
above mentioned age group, reveal your posi- 
tion that | may capture one of you, making 
you not a prisoner, but my Princess. 

Calvin Simms 
158 West 118th St. 
New York 26, N. Y. 


I am interested in exchanging letters with 
young ladies of all nationality between the ages 
of 23-30. I am 31 and have never been married. 
Have waited for the “Right Girl” to come 
along, | have medium tan complexion and con- 
sidered nice looking and intelligent with high 
morals. I am 5/10” tall, weigh 170 lbs. and like 
sports. Will exchange photos and will answer 
all mail received without fail. 

Lester Miles 


2721 Magazine St. 
Louisville, Ky. 


WANTED! Pen Pals between the ages of 
25-30. Will answer all letters. 

Bernice Wolff 

P. O. Box 29 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| am a Jamaican girl 27 years old. I would 
like to correspond with boys and girls all over 





the world. | will answer all letters and gladly 
exchange photographs. 

Marie Francis 

P. O. Box 29 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


Won’t you please let a big girl (257 Ibs. of 
lamb, steak, personality and charm) hear 
from you? My name in full is (Miss) Hoyt 
Fenn Bass, age: 25. I have brown hair, blue. 
green eyes and a great big beautiful smile full 
of southern sunshine to greet you. 

| attend business college, have attended the 
best schools in the country, but would like to 
hear from persons who like to travel and to 
make and keep friends . . . all ages, all sizes 
and from all parts of the world. 

Never have been married, but if you’re look- 
ing for a girl with a little Marilyn Monroe, 
Betty Grable, Lena Horne, Kay Starr and a 
whole lot of Kate Smith, then look no more 
boys and girls—I’m the girl with the mostest 
from Coast to Coast. 

Will answer your letters and am most sincere 
to find pals from everywhere. My home is 
Lumberton, Miss., but I’m free to travel any 
place if I find the right fellow. 

Miss Hoyt Bass 
607 Bourbon Street 
New Orleans, La. 


I am 25 years old and would like to corres- 
pond with ladies from 18 years up who would 
be serious. I shall endeavor to answer all 
letters. 

Granville J. Brown 
36 Chancery Lane 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| am a Jamaican who desires Pen Pals all 

over the world, especially in the United States 

between the ages of 15-21, male or/and female. 

Race doesn’t matter. Hobbies are: singing, 

dancing, cricket, football and listening to 
records. Will exchange photos on request. 

Lloyd Adams 

14 Bray Street 

Brown’s Town 

Kingston, Jamaica 


I would like to correspond with members of 
both races and sex between the ages of 25-40. 
| was a war bride who entered this country a 
few years ago. I am now a widow, 28 years 
old, 54%”, light complexion and weigh 155 
lbs. I like all kinds of music and spend lots 
of time reading and love to travel. 

I will be happy to answer all letters and ex 
change photographs. Please let me hear from 
all of you nice readers as soon as possible. 

Reta E. Gavin 
236 Lakeview Ave. 
South Plainfield, N. J. 


| am a young colored hospitalized Korean 
war veteran. During my two years in this 
hospital, life sometimes gets very lonesome and 
I would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 18- 

I am 26, 5’1”, medium brown complexion, 
brown eyes, black curly hair. My hobby is 
sketching and painting. I also like dancing 
and sports. All letters will be answered. 
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SCAR PETERSON, the award-win- 

ning piano stylist, pays tribute to 
another famed 88er in a new Clef LP 
album labeled “Oscar Peterson Plays 
Count Basie.” Accompanied by a trio 
(bassist Ray Brown, drummer Buddy 
Rich and guitarist Herb Ellis) , strapping 
Oscar riffs and rocks all over the key- 
board on the recordings of tunes long 
associated with the bandleading Jump 
King of Swing and his renditions make 
for happy music. The album has Oscar 
at his finest on records. 

Oscar chose to record his tribute to 
William (Count) Basie because he is a 
great admirer of the man whose jazz 
history spans more than 20 glorious 
years. One of the 10 tunes in the pack- 
age is Oscar’s own personal way of pay- 
ing honor to “Base,” a tune he wrote 
recently called Blues For Basie. Other 
nine are old Basie standards (Lester 
Leaps In, Easy Does It, 9:20 Special, 
Jumping At The Woodside, Broadway, 


Blue and Sentimental, Topsy, One 


O'Clock Jump and Jive At Five). 
As played by Oscar, the Basie ever- 
greens sound as good as they ever did. 


By 
James Goodrich 


All but two of the numbers are done in 
the heavy-beat swing fashion that is 
characteristic of Basie’s music. Best 
offering in the package perhaps is Jive At 
Five, a Basie-Harry Edison original with 
a mid-tempo rhythm that allows Oscar to 
groove his single notes and chords for 
maximum effect. He really comes on 
here, playing the rollicking, two-fisted 
style that has made him a top ranked 
keyboarder today. 

Recognizing the talents of the Tatums, 
Garners et al, no other pianist likely 
could have done a better job of recaptur- 
ing the mood of Basie’s music than Oscar 
does in the Clef album. He makes the 
music hum robustly—and thereby he 
achieves what is basic in the Basie book. 
Furthermore, Oscar plays Basie-styled 
piano at many turns and even goes so 
far as to ape the plinkety-plank-plinking 
of Count’s trademarked one note finger- 
ing on the keyboard. 

When you listen to Oscar playing 
Basie, you become aware that Count’s 
piano work is styled more to pace the 
rhythm than it is to lead the melody. 
Oscar, who is (Continued on Page 72) 





BABY’S 
NURSER 
LEAKING? 


Can’t happen with Davol Nursers! 
Specially vented nipple— 
specially designed bottle and 
collar control flow, so not a 
drop can drip on baby’s bib. 
Flow can be adjusted to suit baby’s 
feeding speed. Works equally 
well with thick or thin formula. 


avon) RUBBER COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE 2. R. 1. 
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For free copy of 

“Baby Feeding Made Easier,” 
write: Davol Rubber Company, 
Dept. TA-6-8, Providence 2, R. |. 
Expecting? Please let us 

know when. 
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HIGH PAYING OPPORTUNITIES 


Work in rp wee So. America, The pene. 


ties for women 
For information Write Dept. 978 
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT —— 
1020 Broad, Newark, 
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course lays solid 
] ne apritade for this type of work, send 
Booklet, * “Opportunities in Com- 
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Skinny Because of Poor Appetite 


or Poor Eating Habits? 

Amazing new WATE-ON Tablets put on pounds 
and inches of firm = flesh fast. Easy weight 
gains of 5 . 10. 0 pounds reported. Super 
rich in calories, ee? digested, fortified with 
blood a -— "Biz and other body building, 


strength on elements. WATE-ON works to 
add solid flesh So cheeks, neck, arms, legs, bust, 
hips, ankles. When underweight is caused by 


disease take WATE-ON under supervision of your 

doctor. Satisfaction or money back. $3.00 C.O.D. 

plus postage. Cash orders i, — 
WATE-ON Co., Dept. 5 

230 N. Michigan Ave. Caieewe 1, Hlinois 
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Got Relief from Itching, Stinging Burn of 





ECZEMA 


“TI work in the sewing room of a 
garment manufacturer where speed 
is very important. When my hands 
and arms kept itching with what was 
called eczema, I was miserable with 
stinging torment. My forelady sug- 
gested that I try Black and White 
Ointment. I’m glad, for I got won- 
derful relief from the itching burn.’’ 















Dolores E. Coleman 
Chicago, Illinois 















Over 
51 
Million 





Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, simple ring- 
worm, tetter. Trial size only 15¢. Regular 
size still only 25c, and you get 414 times 
as much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with Black and White Skin Soap. 




















.. 80 to be satisfied most... | always get Brands 
that have made a Name for themselves” 


Four ways brand names satisfy you most 


» BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on 


known quality. Brand Names wear best, 
work best, and are best. 


« SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on 
proved value. Brand Names save “puz- 
zling” over labels, models, etc. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly on 
widest selections. Brand Names offer 
most sizes, types, colors, etc. 


4. GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up- 
to-date products. Brand Names keep 
improving and modernizing. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 FirtH AVE. » NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 
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POETRY 


What Is Loneliness? 
What is loneliness my dear—? 
The hours when you are away 

from me, 
When sadness grips my heart and 
fear 
That you will not return to be 
Mine again for just a space 
Wherein my heart can know anew 
The sweetness of your love’s 
embrace 
Alike the grass greets morning 
dew. 


Thus loneliness—sad, empty and 
drear 
Is all the hours rolled into one 
When you are far away my dear 
And my eyes see no light or sun. 
—Vera Dolores Bromley 


The Ways Ill Miss You 


I’ll miss you like the flowers with- 
out the sun 
Like the crops without rain. 


I’ll miss you like the birds without 
their nest 
Like lovers without a lane. 


I’ll miss you like a boy without a 
brother 

Like the sky without the blue, 

Like a lost child without its 
mother. 

That’s how I'll miss you. 


If I feel this way for a distance 
such as miles 
How would I feel for always 
missing you all the while? 
—Jean Richardson 


Detachment 
How completely, how wholly. how 
hopelessly 
Do I love you, cherie? 
How uncaring, how 
unthoughtful— 
How detached can you be? 





How can your heart remain 
untouched— 

Unfeeling— 

Against the wild torrent of love 

That streams from every pore of 
me 

For you—for only you? 

How can you steel yourself 
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UF LUVE 


Against the raw, unleashed desire 

That threatens to consume my very 
being 

At your merest touch? 

Do not resist me, darling— 

Love me— 

And I am forever yours. 


—Rosemarye Washington 


Symphony 

The music in your eyes 
Plays a symphony for me, cherie 
That no man-made ensemble 
Has duplicated 
Since the world began. 
Your lips 
Possess a concerted rhythm 
When pressed against my own 
Defying all other rhythms 
The world has ever known. 
The supple, sinuous movement 
Of your arms 
As you draw me close 
Create a cacophony of sound 
Within my waiting brain— 
That leaves me breathless— 

senseless 
Waiting— 
For the final crescendo and 

dimenuendo 
Of your incomparable love. 


—Rosemarye Washington 


No Love Wanted 


Don’t talk to me of love and such 
I’ve washed that down the drain 
(But I think that you’re kind of 
cute, 


What was your name again? ) 


I’ve fallen once, but nevermore 
No man will steal my heart 

(I like the way your dimple shows 
When your lips start to part) 


So deal me out, no romance please 
I’ve had my fill of men 
(You doll, you say the nicest 
things! 


Just pick me up at ten). 














SO LOVELY, SO ADORED 


with, dor doney- 


And small wonder! So many girls 
don’t realize how a dark, dull un- 
attractive skin can be the reason 
for solitary evenings and silent 
telephones. Do something about it 
— now! 

Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NapDINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 

oily, greaseless, Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75c¢ and $1.25 






FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is te 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils We 
to relieve dryness. 75c anc $1.25 = 


° « | 
. 
inine voices say, ““What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 
NaDINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NAapINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NApDINoLA right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 





















EDITOR 


“DEAR MRS. JACKSON” 

lo Mrs. Theresa Jackson, Sewing Club of 
Detroit: 

You are one of the few people in the 
United States who objects to TAN. I am one 
of the many in favor of it. No one asked or 
forced you to spend 25¢ for a magazine. 
There are various other magazines gn the 
market. Please buy one and leave TAN to 
the ones who love it as I do. 

Mr. Henry W. Fanroy 
Nashville, Tenn. 


I've been reading TAN ever since the first 
issue and enjoy all of your stories. This 
letter is written to Mrs. Theresa Jackson. I’m 
the mother of five children and I always take 
time out to read TAN. TAN brings out the 
facts of life—hides nothing, tells it like it is 
ind that’s right as far as I’m concerned. 

In your June issue, I especially enjoyed, “I 
Married A Blind Man.” It took lots of love 
to do that. 

Mrs. Celestine Cobbs 
Marque, Texas 


This is the first time I have ever written, 
but | really think I owe TAN this letter. I 
read and enjoy your wonderful magazine each 
month, but when I read Mrs. Jackson’s letter 
and what her sewing club members thought 
of such stories, I must say thanks to you for 
swallowing your pride to print her trash as 
that is just what it was. 

AN is supposed to enlighten others who 
may make a mistake. She (Mrs. Jackson) 
must know that it took courage for others to 
tell their life stories; which means laying 
aside their pride like she should do. 

Keep up the good work so that Mrs. Jack- 
son can get the next issue. I wouldn’t want 
her to stop as she means she really enjoys 
TAN so well that she doesn’t want to miss a 
single issue. 

Mary Jo Sims 
Sewickley, Pa. 


WHERE ART THOU, 
PEN PAL? 
In reading May TAN, I decided to write 
Thomas Alvin Jackson who was stationed in 
Virginia at the time I wrote the letter, and 


who | guess is still there. It has been exactly 
one month now, but it seems as though he 
wasn't interested in my letter at all. That’s 
why I’m writing to you. 


! don’t think it’s right for people like him 
to put his name and address in the wonder- 
ful TAN requesting Pen Pals and when he 
gets one, he doesn’t even answer. 

If there is any way for you to get in con- 
tact with him, please let him know my feel- 


ings about this. 
Estella Nickens 
Chester, Pa. 
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I am a constant reader of TAN and need- 
less to say, I enjoy it very much. I especially 
enjoy the Pen Pal column and Letters To 
The Editor and feel that it could help me in 
solving a problem, which would certainly 
mean a lot. 

About a year and a half ago, through your 
Pen Pal column, I began writing to a soldier 
who at the time was stationed with the 47th 
Air Force Police in England. He stated that 
he was a graduate of St. Elizabeth’s High 
School in Chicago with the class of 1951. His 
name is Harold G. Bentley. 

We wrote each other constantly while he 
was overseas and even though we have never 
met, he came to mean a lot to me. He was 
to have been discharged from the service and 
due back in New Jersey on or about April 
20, 1955. I have not since heard from him 
and am very anxious to do so. Can you help 
me? 

Lorraine Nelson 
Framingham, Mass. 


LONG HAIR ADS 


I have been an ardent fan of yours for 
some time, but have never written before. 
I would like to cheer your fine magazine and 
especially your recent stories: “Why Married 
Men Roam” and “I Married A Blind Man.” 

I do have two complaints to make, how- 
ever, and possibly your readers agree with 
me. One is your advertisements of hair ads 
—attachments. Don’t you know that short 
hair is in style? 

The other is your constant use of light- 
skinned girls on your covers. Why not al- 
ternate each month—dark one month, light 
next month? I’m sure your sales will in- 
crease. 

Cathine Houston 
Toledo, Ohio 


HANS WRITES AGAIN 


Thank you so very much for publishing my 
letter in TAN. I’m very grateful, but sorry 
too because I have letters from 180 persons 
and I don’t want to disappoint one of them. 
They have all written such nice letters, but 
every one of them wants me to write soon. 
I would like to answer all of them, but I 
can’t. I will answer, but it will take time. 

Now I can show my people that only the 
white man wants the races to live separately. 
Many tell me that Negroes too want to live 
separately, but that’s not so. We all want to 
have partners different from ourselves. So 
many Negro fellows have written me asking 
for a white girl for them. I wish I could help. 
I have moved from Denmark and don’t know 
any single girls here. 

I will close now as I’m not so strong—still 
so tired, but I will answer and thank every- 
one of your good countrymen (the dark of 
them), for me it isn’t only for to find a wife, 
but a wife of your race because | love them. 

Hans Norbrink 
Oslo d.3, Norway 


“TALK TO ME!” 


Your mag is the “most” so keep up the 
good work. Copped a TAN while railing 
from East to West and did I relax. Just like 
a cucumber. Man, that book is “Too Much” 
—to-o-o much for any one to miss. Will dig 
your June issue like a gold digger digging for 
gold, so talk to me! 

Marva Ruth Swazer 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I have just recently become a reader of 
your fabulous magazine and I must admit 
that I think it’s one of the best books of its 
kind—it is terrific! I just finished reading 
“Why Women Are Unfaithful” in the May 
issue and think it is one of the finest fea- 
tures I’ve read in a long time. 

Best of luck to you all. 

Leroy Brown 
Kingston, Jamaica 








I bought my first issue of TAN this past 
April. When I had completed the book, I was 
completely overwhelmed. Right then and 
there | decided to become a devoted fan to 
TAN. I’ve read the April, May and June 
issues of your wonderful magazine and I 
can’t begin to tell you how I enjoyed them. 
I am looking forward with anxiety for the 
next issue. 

Why not publish TAN twice a month? You 
seem to be getting so many readers. I certain- 
ly wish I had taken up with your magazine 


sooner, 
R. E. Plowden 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


I’m a constant reader of TAN and have 
been for more than two years. Never have I 
read a more daring story than “Wife Stealer.” 
It was the “most.” I also liked, “I Loved 
My Daughter’s Teacher” in the June issue. 

Stories like these will always keep TAN 
high among the best selling mags, so keep the 
good work up. 

Elliott Benton 
Pensacola, Fla. 


I have just received a May issue of TAN 
and with each page I read, it becomes more 
and more interesting. So far, I’ve enjoyed, 
“My Dream Man” by Dinah Washington, 
“How To Trap A Bachelor” and “Why Wom- 
en Are Unfaithful”. These really “bug” me. 

Lloyd Adams 
Kingston, Jamaica 


It is with pleasure that I take this oppor- 
tunity to address you in congratulation to 
your fascinating stories in TAN. 

I am a monthly subscriber and was thrilled 
by the story, “I Married My Negro Chauf- 
feur.” I gather the fact that good deeds done 
in silence are never lost. 

| have written several of the persons listed 
in your Pen Pal column, but as yet have re- 
ceived not one reply. 

Granville J. Brown 
Kingston, Jamaica 


| am an ardent subscriber of TAN and 
think I’ve only missed about two copies. | 
just finished reading, “Wife Stealer” and 
thought it was as interesting as was “Run- 
away Heart.” It takes me just one and a 
half nights to read TAN, then I have to wait 
a whole month before I can get to read good 
stories again. It would be real great if it 
came out weekly like another little mag I 
read, 
Sterling Jones 
Yonkers, New York 


I know that you don’t print letters of 
thanks on the TAN magazines, but after 
reading the story of “I Loved My Daughter’s 
Teacher” I just had to let you know how 
fine it was. It was the most understanding 
story that I had or have ever read. 

First, let me introduce myself. I am sup- 
ply sergeant for Btry B, 2nd Bn., Ist FA 
Tng. Regt., and now am out of cycle so to- 
day all | had to do was sit down here and 
read this new issue of TAN and run across 
this very nice story. It was wonderful and 
thanks again for reading this fast and really 
silly note, but I just had to let you know. 

Sgt. Roosevelt Greene 
Weldon, North Carolina 


DEFENDS TAN 

| think TAN is a wonderful book. I have 
been away for awhile and missed three of 
your issues, but the first thing my eyes fell 
on in the June book was Mrs. Jackson’s sew- 
ing club letter to you from Detroit. She 
thinks you should clean up the book—they 
should make a note to themselves to clean 
up their minds. For myself, I think decent 
people would learn something and enjoy the 
stories they think are so bad. All the stories 


are tops, I think. 
Martha Williams 
Chicago, III. 
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Z By Gerri Major 
iS 
a EAR GERRI MAJOR: 
r- I am planning a small wedding in 
i the home of my parents. Only my sister 
d is standing with me. Is it necessary for 
4 my fiance, who has no near male rela- 
ie : 
tive, to have a best man? 
d June Harding 
Memphis, Tenn. 
n 
a . 
Dear June Harding: 
: No matter how small the wedding, it 
d is customary for the bridegroom to have 
: a best man. Since he has no close male 


relative, your fiance should select one of 


_—— 


his intimate friends. 
I The bridegroom and best man should 
dress alike for the ceremony. Most ap- 





" propriate are dark business suits, white 
f shirts, black socks and shoes, and con- 
4 servative four-in-hand ties. A bouton- 
: niere—a single carnation is adequate— 
would be in good taste. 
. The duties of the best man are im- 
\ portant. He is expected to take care of 
i the bridegroom on the wedding day, to 
; see that he is up on time, correctly 
’ dressed, and arrives on schedule for the 
ceremony. The best man must have the 
; ring and minister’s fee in his pocket, 
ready to produce at the proper time. 
; During the service, he stands on the 
right, behind the bridegroom, and when 
: friends come up to greet the couple, re- 
J mains in easy call for any needed serv- 
ice. 
t The bridegroom is expected to give a 
gift to his best man. Cuff links are the 


most popular, but any personal article 


is suitable, (Continued on Page 72) | 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 







splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always_wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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‘ 
RAVEEN Dept. 1-8 ! 

1820 S. Michi Ave., Chi 16, Hl. 
Money back guarantee wnat seen dbae regia i 
; . Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no i 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- ; risk offer : 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- (CO! enclose $1.20 (Send C.O.D. plus postage § 
turn unused portion’ of jar and full r 
purchase price will be immediately e Nome, i 
refunded. Address t 
City State ; 
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OVE AND MARRIAGE turns up 
“many oddly matched couples, but 
ne as strange as the one in which cir- 
stars Princess Lola and Prince 
irthur share the same bed. Not that 
incess Lola and Prince Arthur are of 
tual royal heritage. It just happens 
iat she is a 750 pounder, standing six 
t two inches in her stocking feet. She 


a 


o* 


having her Prince is a chore Princess Lola attacks with great 
sure. Not that he can’t shave himself, but he’s such a tot of 
rap and carnival Fat Lady has strong maternal instinct. 


eh 


has a 75 inch bust, measures 86 inches 
around the waist and wears size 22 shoes 
that have to be made to order. 

The Prince, on the other hand, weighs 
only 82 pounds, wears 131% baby shoes, 
and stands only three feet two inches 
high! And theirs is no publicity stunt 
marriage. To prove it the 44-year-old 


Prince proudly trots out their four-year- 












Scientists claim that one of the great truths of psychiatry is the 
basic universal attraction of dissimilar creatures. Marriage of 
Prince Arthur and Lola to them is “natural.” 





old son, Willie Jean, and asks: “He don’t 
look like we’re playing at being married, 
does he?” 

Princess Lola wiggles her bulk 
through a shake dance routine for pa- 
trons of the Royal American Shows and 
other carnivals and circuses. She and 
her husband climax the act with an odd 
jitterbug dance done to the music of a 


Strangest sight of this most odd romance 
in the world is to see Princess Lola kiss 


buttonhole mouth of hubby. 
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jazzed up circus band. They are head- 
lined as the “most unusual married 
couple in the world.” 

Actually, the marriage was the result 
of a press agent’s stunt. When Princess 
Lola, whose real name is Lucy Hughes, 
was doing her act as the “world’s fattest 
shake dancer” at a Hollywood nightclub 
in 1948, one of her most interested spec- 
tators was the vest-pocket sized Jesse 
Pearce, who seemed to be getting a tre- 
mendous belt out of her huffs and puffs 
as she did her bumps and grinds. 

A press agent watching them both, got 
a brainstorm of an idea. He arranged a 
meeting of the two strictly for laughs 
and then woke up to find himself with a 
top drawer love affair on his hands be- 


ROMANCE 


cause Pearce and Lucy went for each 
other from the start. 

Following a whirlwind courtship in 
which Lucy says “he swept me off my 
feet,” the two were married and then 
took off for New York where they 
launched a new act that entertained 
every summer at Coney Island in a con- 
cession called Dave Rosen’s Palace of 
Wonders. 

During off-seasons, they 
throughout the country, playing dates in 
Miami, New Orleans, Biloxi, Miss., Los 
Angeles and elsewhere. 

It was in Hollywood that their son was 


” 


travel 


Pampered since he was a child, tiny Prince Arthur loves to have 
sigantic wife comb and brush his hair. He reacts to it like a 
kitten having its back scratched, purring, smiling. 


born on October 9, 1951. He is a nor- 
mal child in size and appearance. After 
her siege in a hospital bed, the elephan- 
tine Princess and her diminutive mate 
returned to the sawdust trail. 

There have been, of course, many 
other odd marriages in which midgets 
have been wed to normal women. 
Among them was the marriage of famed 
liquor company representative Frankie 
Dee of New York, to Beauteous Harlem 
actress, Ruby Dee. This one didn’t last 
too long, mainly because Frankie likes 
to get around and for a while, he paid 
ardent courtship to six foot Marion 
Bruce, the Philadelphia-born nightclub 
singer before finally bowing out of the 
picture to take on other ardent pursuits. 

Frankie has no inhibitions 
about his size. Collegebred and 
highly intelligent, he says “I’m 
more man than a lot of these 
six foot seven basketball players and 
weight lifters. The best things in life, 
you can bet, come in small packages. 
I’m a small, small package, Jim.” 

Take the case of the famed carnival 
“Turtle Girl,” whose real name is Al- 
zoria Green. Born with abnormally 
shortened legs and torso. She has among 
her physical handicaps, six fingers on 
each hand. Despite these shortcomings, 
however, she and her husband, hand- 
some Johnnie Cole Greene, live a normal 
love life. 

Psychiatrists 


assert that so-called 


“freaks” are not as lovelorn as some 





people seem to believe. Operating on 
the ancient surmise that somewhere in 
this world every woman has a man and 
vice versa, it is not uncommon at all to 
find many of these so-called unfortunate 
people actually meeting the one who 
means most to them, marrying them and 
settling down to the normal life others 
enjoy. 

Princess Lolas and Prince Arthur, 
while conscious of the fact that they were 
born to be in the spotlight, to be won- 
dered about, laughed and stared at, ac- 
cept such attentions as a matter of 
course and proceed to get as much en- 
joyment out of life as they can. 

Illustrating the theory that every man 
has his woman and every woman her 
man, the internationally famous Chicago 
“Deep Freeze Girl,” Dorothy Mae 
Stevens, who was frozen stiff and then 
revived through medical miracles, had 
numerous proposals, one of which she 
accepted from a white man. But some- 
thing happened that resulted in the 
planned nuptials being called off. At 
the same time, however, Dorothy Mae 
got dozens more proposals by men who 
thought she might be the woman for 
them. 

Married life for the Pearces is just 
like that of other couples. They quarrel, 
make up and quarrel again, and most 
times it is because of jealousy. Prince 
Arthur gets it in his little head that Lola 
wants to get around with some of the 
fellows who gawk at them during their 
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Princess also gets her share of attention from half-pint mate 
and relaxes in comfort as he unlaces her size 22 shoes, some- 
thing she can hardly do for herself because of size. 
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act and got so mad about it that there 
was the time he blacked her eye for 
talking to a midget fire eater appearing 
in the same show. 

These fuss-fests are not rare. In fact, 
there’s scarcely a day when they are not 
figuratively at each other’s throat be- 
cause of their intense jealousy. After 
(rthur poked her in the eye, the gigantic 
wife promptly slapped him unconscious 
with one sweep of her huge hand. 

A lot of this is due to the Prince him- 


self who describes himself as being a 
‘spoiled brat.” A native of Fayetteville, 
N. C., Jesse started going around with 


show people as far back as 1936. He 
learned how to dance with the world- 
famous Whitman Sisters show with 
which he appeared for several seasons as 
a featured attraction. When he met Lola, 
he was earning his living as a dancer in 
nightclubs and carnivals. 

“My people gave me everything when 
[ was a child,” he recalls. “I was so 
spoiled I wouldn’t even lift my own 
spoon. Somebody had to do it for me. 
| had the best clothes money could buy, 
good food and a comfortable home. 
Vaybe my folk felt they had to make up 
something to me for being born a 
midget. I don’t think they did. -I was 
glad I was born. 

“After Lola and I got married, I felt 
as big as she being the master of my 
house and of her. That’s the one thing 
| demand of her—respect as her hus- 
band. She gives it to me, too. When 
she gets off her rocker and starts mon- 
keying around, my temper flares up. 
(nd I’m really a hot-headed guy, espe- 
cially when somebody is monkeying 
around my woman.” 

Jesse does a lot of little things for 
Lola which she welcomes, such as lacing 
her huge sandals, scratching her back, 
ironing her dresses and the like. “I 
know how to please my woman,” he says 


proudly. 

She can claim the same because she 
shaves his face so he doesn’t have to 
stand on a box or chair to see the mirror. 
She also takes delight in pressing his 
clothes and occasionally giving him a 
haircut. The two are proud of little Wil- 
lie Jean who by now is an accomplished 
dancer and a member of the troupe. 

Jesse, whose hair is sleek from the fre- 
quent “processes” he gets, is vain like 
most midgets about his appearance. He 
fusses with his clothes until he is satis- 
fied that he looks “real sharp.” 
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The Pearces are perfectly conscious 
that theirs may easily be called the 
world’s strangest marriage, but they 
don’t seem to care. 

“We were born to be stared at,” 
Princess Lola laughs. “I’m glad people 
want to see us because it means money 
to us. We aren’t in this business for 
nothing. When people are willing to 
pay to see us we are very happy because 
we want to build a future of security for 
our son and we couldn’t do it working in 
any other profession.” 

The Pearces are very well liked by 
their associates in show business. The 
Fat Lady, the Wild Man and the other 
side show freaks regard them as one of 
the “nicest couples” in the circus. Liv- 


Like peas in a pod, the 

princely spouse and her pam- 

pered, pint-sized papa live 
and love in circus life. 


ing in a specially built trailer, they have 
no housing problems since Lola has a 
bed custom made for her. Right now the 
Pearces are talking about a new and 
larger trailer. “Gotta have more room,” 
Jesse says, “because when Lola is in 
there frying up my chops, I can’t get in 
edgeways and Willie Jean likes to run 
around a lot and gets in the way. 

“I'd like one of those ultra-modern 
jobs with a playroom for the baby, air- 
conditioning and built in television. Lola 
says she'd like a little more privacy than 
she has now and maybe her own room 
might be the answer.” 

Jesse, who is handy with tools, has 
been caught up by the do it yourself 
craze and is reading all the books he can 
on home repair in order to make some 
innovations in their portable home him- 
self. Lola, who loves to cook and is per- 
haps more domestic in this respect than 
a lot of her smaller-sized sisters, is al- 
ways looking up new recipes and con- 
cocting various dishes which she hopes 
her tiny husband will like. “Jesse likes 
a lot of fried things,” she says, “like 


chicken, pork chops, steak, fish and he’s 
a demon on hot biscuits. Only trouble,” 
she sighs, “is that his biscuits have to be 
made so small and a couple of chops 
are his limit.” 

In show business, it is an old saying 
that fat ladies are the most amorous of 
all circus people and that midgets are 
vain, cocky little fellows who like to 
strut, brag and call attention to them- 
selves. Most of the midgets think they 
are great lady killers and are fond of 
their conquests among women larger 
than themselves. 

It has also been said that although 
there are numerous marriages among 
male and female midgets which have 
worked out, most male midgets would 





rather court and marry normal sized 
women because they can consider such 
conquests as feathers in their caps. 

In the case of Jesse Pearce, he can 
truthfully brag that “I got more woman 
for the money than any other midget in 
the world. In fact, I got a whole lot of 
woman and man, she really loves her 
daddy!” 

Fat women are natural targets for ad- 
venturers, would-be pimps and other for- 
tune hunters. These people figure such 
women live at best lonesome, love- 
starved lives and prey upon this psycho- 
logical factor to such an extent that they 
sometimes marry the over-sized femmes 
in their coldly calculated desire to own 
“valuable property.” Once hooked, the 
fat woman actually becomes the support 
of her husband who seldom works and 
masquerades as her “manager,” “agent” 
or “public relations man.” 

But with the Pearces there isn’t even 
a hint of such a motive. Here are two 
people working in the same field and 
thrown into daily contact with other so- 
called “unfortunates” who because of ac- 
cident of birth (Continued on Page 74) 
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sounded pretty good; real good. But not 
quite like some of the folks I’ve seen on 
television. I mean, she was real good up 
to a point and then—well, I guess I don’t 
know too much about music anyway. 

That was another thing. Mom never for- 
gave me for not being interested in music, 
and she said I was just like my father. 
No talent or anything. Nuts. I can stand 
just so much of that jazz. I don’t think 
my old lady ever really cared about any- 
thing so long as the old man brought home 
that bottle every night. So I got smart like 
the old man and started staying away from 
home as much as possible. That’s when 
Joey Albertson started taking an interest 
in me. Joey was a couple of years older 
than me but we were in the same class 
in high school. He had a bunch of guys 
who called themselves the Drakes. I didn’t 
know much about them, except they were 
supposed to be real tough. 

“Man, you look like you’re really drag- 
gin’,” Joey said to me one day as we were 
leaving school. 

“Yeah,” I said, “One of those things.” 

“Noticed you around a few of the drug 
stores and places lately,” Joey kept on, 
“Just sort of hangin’ around like you didn’t 
want to go home.” 

“You called it,” I admitted. 

“I know how it is,” Joey said. “These 
creeps give you the screws here at school 
all day and then you go home and listen 
to the old folks griping. If they ain’t after 
you, they’re at each other’s throats. That’s 
the way it was with mine. They battled like 
our pad was Madison Square Garden or 
somethin’. Then after the old man walked 
out, my old lady started shackin’ with this 
other jerk, and now they don’t even know 
when I’m around—which I ain’t mostly.” 
Joey winked at me. 

I didn’t know whether to say anything 
or not. 

“Well,” Joey said, “as long as you’re 
not doin’ anything, why don’t you stick 
around with me and the boys and go for 
a ride after dark?” 

“You got a car, Joey?” I asked. 

“Not yet, Billy Boy,” Joey answered, and 
winked again. 

“Okay,” I shrugged. 


It was nearly dark when Joey took me 
to the drug store where we met the rest of 
the Drakes. Most of the guys I knew, ex- 
cept maybe one or two. One of the ones I 
didn’t know was a short, stocky, wild-eyed 
guy they called Mac. He didn’t seem to 
think much of me. 

“You guys know Billy Edwards?” Joey 
said to the five guys. 

They all mumbled something. 

“He’s gonna’ take a ride with us to- 
night,” Joey said matter-of-factly. 

“For what?” Mac snapped. 

“*Cause I said so, fat boy. Any objec- 
tions?” Joey shot back at him. 


Teen-age Gangster coninued jrom rase 9) 
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“He don’t look like our kind of guy,’ 
Mac said walking up close to me and star- 
ing me straight in the eye. We were stand- 
ing almost close enough to breathe on each 
other. 

“You look chicken, man, real chicken,” 
he said. 

All of a sudden, I saw Mac make a little 
motion with his arm, but before I knew 
what was happening, a pain tore through 
my guts and all the breath went out of 
me. I doubled over in agony but stayed on 
my feet. I could hear the guys snickering 
as I held my stomach and tried to suck in 
fresh air before my lungs burst. I could 
hear Mac snickering most of all, and I 
thought he was going to do something else, 
like knee me in the face or whack me back 
of the neck before I could move. But he 
didn’t. That was his mistake. 

I stayed bent over, realizing that Mac 
had punched me in the stomach with his 
fist as hard as he could. Then the blind- 
ing pain left, and my breath came back. 
I could still hear Mac laughing. I fol- 
lowed the sound of his voice without look- 
ing up, and knew he had stepped back only 
a foot or so. When I came up, I came up 
swinging, lashing my right fist up as hard 
as I could and putting my shoulder behind 
the punch. It caught Mac square in the 
mouth and he let out a yelp of pain as he 
staggered back and crashed on the con- 
crete. He lay there, stunned, for several 
seconds, blood trickling from his busted 
lip. Nobody helped him up. He had to 
make it on his own. 

Finally, he got to his feet and glared at 
me. Then he cursed and lunged forward, 
and all the guys jumped in between us. 
I was hoping they would let him come. 
Mac wanted a fight, and hitting him had 
felt good, real good. I wanted to do it 
again, but the guys wouldn’t let me. 

“If you guys want to fight so much,” 
Joey said finally, “I know where the Hawks 
are hangin’ out tonight. We can go over 
there and start a little rumble.” 

I didn’t even know who the Hawks were 
then, but I found out later they were a 
bunch of guys on the Northwest side of 
town, and the Hawks and the Drakes were 
blood enemies. There wasn’t any particu- 
lar reason, except they just lived on differ- 
ent sides of town. 

But nobody felt like taking on the Hawks 
that night. The guys said they hadn’t come 
“prepared.” So Joey decided we would 
steal a car instead. I was a little afraid 
of the idea until Joey explained it to me. 

“Look,” he said, “we don’t really steal 
the car and keep it. We just borrow it for 
a little while and go for a ride, see? When 
we get through, we ditch it someplace and 
the cops will find it for the poor jerk it 
belongs to. It’s as simple as that.” 

“But don’t we have to find a car with 
the keys in it?” I whispered to Joey not 
(Continued on Page 39) 








THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 
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When Jeannie set her sights on a career. the path to success led to 


aman who possessed two passions: one for earning a fast dollar and 


the other for finding techniques to acquire girls—pretty girls. 


M* DRESSING ROOM is so quiet 
and peaceful now. Only minutes 
ago it was alive with people, abuzz with 
voices. If it hadn’t been for Jack, the 
people would be here still. And I’d have 
to be bowing, smiling, making conversa- 
tion, being gracious and trying ever so 
hard to hide the agony of a pounding, 
throbbing headache. Dear Jack! I have 
to smile when I think of the diplomatic 
but firm way he shooed them off the 
scene, reminding them that tonight is 
going to be a big night for me—my 
closing night at this theatre and a fab- 
ulous birthday party at Martha’s. 
Outside, but faintly, I heard the sound 
of music and voices from the movie 


screen. Examining my face intently in 
the mirror over my dressing table, I feel 
a slight shock to see how fatigued my 
eyes appear. God, but I’m tired. Thank 
Heaven this is the last show coming up. 
But, tired or not, I am so happy I could 
go on and on and on—doing more and 


more and more shows. 

What a difference! Inconceivable to 
recall that a few, brief weeks ago, I was 
at the end of the line, disgusted, broken, 
ready to quit the show business I’ve 
loved since I was a tiny thing. 

Probably the most sensible thing to do 
is to follow Jack’s advice. He ordered 
me, in fact, to stretch out on the couch 
and get some rest before the next show. 

















I remember the time when I resented 
Jack’s orders—when I resented him. 
Now, hugging my love for him close to 
me—close as a newborn baby, it seems 
impossible to believe. 

Feels so good, lying here on the couch. 
But suddenly, I have lost all desire for 
sleep. Suddenly, I am _ frighteningly 
wide awake. Suddenly, I am thinking 
back to the time when I hated with all 
my heart the man who tonight is every- 
thing I want in life, the time when | 
hated Jack. 

It started—this hatred—with con- 
tempt, the contempt I felt for him the 
first time I met him. 

That was (Continued on Page 64) 
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/ ] ‘HE GOSSIP COLUMNISTS and so- 
called experts who work on the 
iges of show business—without shar- 

» the ups and downs—have a curious 
of labeling a “hot” singer or actor 
musician an overnight success. When 
“hot streak” is going he gets maga- 
es and newspaper spreads one right 
r another and he’s choice subject for 
jockey interviews and benefit shows. 
But those of us who earn our living 
sntertaining the public know that the 
ernight bit is something close to ridic- 
jus. Show me a singer or pianist or 
mic who got to the top without sweat- 
through years of rehearsals, months 
bad bookings and miles of pounding 


the pavements, and I'll show you a hun- 
dred others who don’t own two changes 
of clothes. 

That’s why I get a big laugh when I 
read press notices of my own career 
which describe me as an overnight hit. 
Man, I’m 41 now, and I’ve been singing 
in theaters, joints, halls, barns and to- 
bacco warehouses for better than 25 
years. That’s how much of an overnight 
thing it has been with me. In fact, I’ve 
never done anything else but sing for a 
living. At one time, ’way back in the 
early years when I was scrounging 
around my Little Rock, Arkansas, my 
hometown, I had eyes for the jazz piano. 
But along came a bandleader who gave 


me a job and my amibtion to play the 
piano went by the wayside. 

If there is any one way to sum up my 
good fortune today in show business 
after a long stretch of scraping the bot- 
tom of the barrel it can only be capsuled 
in the word, love. The love of my won- 
derful wife, Jeanette, who has been with 
me through the lean years and the good 
ones since we married in 1949. She has 
been everything a man can ask of a 
woman. 

In fact, in my case, I think she’s been 
a good deal more than most guys de- 
mand. 

Jeanette and I discovered each other 
for the first time in Bridgeport, Conn.. 


WHAT LOVE CAN DO 


By AL HIBBLER As Told To Dale Wright 


‘ubbing himself “A Lucky So And So,” a borrowed phrase from a titled song which he made famous with Duke Ellington’s band, 
Hibbler enjoys his new successes with wife, Jeanette, who, he says, “has been a good deal more than most guys demand.” 
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late in 1947. I think Joya Sherill, 
Duke’s girl singer at that time, intro- 
duced us one night when we were play- 
ing a date in Bridgeport. Jeanette was 
kind of a quiet girl, not at all like the 
band followers and glamour chicks I’d 
been meeting all over the country while 
traveling with the Ellington band. 
Jeanette looked and acted and talked just 
exactly like what she was, a social work- 
er, and a good one. I suppose the fact 
that tinsel and glitter of show business 
never dazzled her much was part of her 
whole attraction. 

I had had other experiences with girls. 

A lot of the mink and Cadillac broads 
would have preferred to spend their time 
and my money down front in night clubs 
juicing “em up and having a ball, but not 
Jeanette. 

Her idea of a good time was a quiet 
place and a good book and someone she 
liked to talk to. It was because she 
avoided the limelight that I developed 
an interest in her. Strange, it may 
sound, but I liked the same things. We 
started going around together—our ro- 
mance, I guess you could call it—after 
she invited me home to dinner one eve- 
ning in Bridgeport. I met the folk and 
we liked each other. We had a fine home- 
cooked meal and sat around over coffee 
and brandy and talked about the usual 
things until I was almost late for a dance 
date. 

After a couple of weeks of seeing 
Jeanette, in a sort of an off-and-on way, 
it gradually occurred to me that this was 
what I’d always wanted, a nice, quiet, 
intelligent girl who wasn’t carried away 
by the glamour of show business. I got 
a big kick out of her. She liked me, too, 
and we were off and running on a good 
thing. 

But it was two more years and more 
than a hundred thousand miles of travel- 
ing with Duke before we knew each 
other well enough to get married. And 
when the time did come it was sudden. 
We were married in St. Louis and honey- 
mooned in Los Angeles. They were the 
most wonderful days of my life. I’d 
taken a month off from the band after 
a long grind of one-nighters. I wired 
Jeanette to meet me in St. Louis to save 
having to travel back East. I guess you 
could call it an elopement, because we 
made no plans and had no big ceremony. 
It was just the two of us and a witness 
who went to see the preacher and I’ve 
never regretted marriage a minute. 


Jeanette and I have had a wonderful 
life together. And I give her most of the 
credit. Because let’s face it, I was not 
much more than one of a thousand band 
singers before I met her, but I’ve come 
a long way ever since. 

There has always been a certain 
amount of speculation on why I left the 
Duke Ellington band in November of 
1951. I had been with him for nearly 
nine years. He was my boss, my friend, 
my financial advisor and a real con- 
fidante in the days since he picked me up 
in a ginmill in San Antonio, Texas. 

When I left him I was making a com- 
fortable $250 a week. And for a band 
singer that was tops. No singer with 
Duke has ever done as well. But my 
reasons for leaving were basically two- 
fold. In the first place, I wanted to spend 
more time with Jeanette. After all, it’s 
hard enough for an entertainer to find a 
non-pro who will marry him when on the 
face of it their interests are so widely 
different. Jeanette did and I wanted to 
make the most of it. She wanted to see 
more of me and I wanted to be with her 
more often. 

Second, I made up my mind that I 
would never get rich as a band singer. 

Name me one that has! 

Although it was my own decision to 
leave Ellington, Jeanette backed me up 
all the way. “It’s not a chance you are 
taking, Al,” she said. “It’s more like an 
investment. You have a great talent and 
it’s important that you develop it.” 

With that kind of support I was ready 
to shoot for the moon, and I did. The 
parting with Duke was entirely without 
bitterness. Both of us realized it was 
inevitable. Duke gave me his every best 
wish. And because he is such a gentle- 
man, I was a little sorry to leave. But I 
had my own future to think of. 

The three or four years immediately 
after I left Ellington were the toughest 
I’ve ever experienced. I had figured 
that on the strength of “I’m Just A 
Lucky So-and-So” and a couple of other 
records I’d made with the band I could 
cash in on my own. But this was not 
to be. 

I found that without the Ellington 
band behind me I was just another sing- 
er, and a blind one at that. For the first 
year or so booking agencies got me jobs 
just because I was a novelty. 

I had a certain amount of marquee 
value as “formerly with Duke Elling- 
ton.” But these (Continued on Page 72) 











Relaxing at home, Hibbler laughs heartily 
as he listens to his wife read from his 


mounting volume of fan mail. 





A tireless worker, the 41-year-old blind 
balladeer tapes a song and plays it back 
for criticism by himself and wife. 





Assisted by wife and coed Phyllis Gordon, 


Hibbler receives crown that made 


Columbia U.’s 


him 
“Doctor of Fraternity.” 
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Dean’s eves were pain-filled as he groped for 
words. “How does a guy apologize for acting 
like a heel?” he asked shamefully. 
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Love and .buginess™ 

Fe warned myse for the hun time. 
~~ Ne ay ¥ ‘—T'd)left my last job—in a hurry, and 
eR SEY a iz Githout a letter of reference—and | 
en Bs «knew I was lucky to be getting even a 
RS a os Ty position so soon afterwards. 
rsa nl meer va ts it was the first week in 
a and with income tax day just 
TN the corner, my advertisement as 
ie a *typist and all-around office girl was 
~» nA Swered by an accountant named Dean 
meena ie ““Baldwell. When he phoned, | told him 

| <x e of the places I had worked- 
fully refraining from saying what | 
a left—and Mr. Caldwell hired me 


“fsight unseen. 
a i was just as well it happened that 
way, I reflected as I gazed into the 
. emirror in my bedroom. Without being 

@ain, | knew that the full-blown, golden 

brown form I had been blessed—or 
’ oa cursed—with was the kind that not 
oe only gave men ideas, but encouraged 


them to try out those ideas. Perhaps my 


: 
: face was not pretty by ordinary stand- 
» ‘ ards, but I knew that it. too, had a fatal 
® attraction. Too many men had read the 
silent invitation in my wide brown eyes, 


even when I purposely tried to veil it. 
é Mr. Caldwell hadn’t seen me, so I de- 


liberately chose a shabby, loose-fitting 


~— dress that would partially conceal my 
curves. Then I dug a pair of glasses out 
. of the dresser drawer. | seldom wore 





them, but now | hoped they would make 
me plain-looking. As | surveyed myself 
in the mirror, | thought of that Dorothy 
Parker rhyme: 

“Men seldom make passes 

At girls who wear glasses.” 

But deep inside me was the haunt- 
ing knowledge that my attempt at dis- 
guise was all in vain. There was no 
-the cause 


point in trying to fool myself— 
of my trouble was not that men chased 


me, but the fact that consciously or not. 
| wanted them to. 

Dean Caldwell turned out to be a man 
of about 40, handsome in a distinguish- 
ed way, and very charming. “This is 
where you will work, Miss Raines.” he 
smiled, ushering me to a desk in the 
corner of his reception room. 

“Thank you.” I said, 


and putting away my things. 


sitting down 


He offered me a cigarette, but re 
membering the “Plain Jane” role I’d 
made up my mind to play. | smiled 
sweetly and shook my head. 


“It's just as 


“No vices. 
eh?” he said teasingly. 
well because for the next two weeks 
we re going to be swamped with work. 
My regular secretary will be working 
with me, so you will handle the mail. 
answer the telephone, etc.” 
“That doesn’t sound too hard,” 
“I think I'll like it here.’ 
“Fine! If you get stuck, 


I said. 


just holler.” 
With my office experience, the work 
was a snap, and during the afternoon | 
even had time to help Mr. Caldwell and 
Mary. his secretary, with the pile of tax 
returns they were sweating over. 
It was while (Continued on Page 52) 











Paul reckoned right. He was not the first man 
to commit adultery, but what he forgot to reckon 
right nearly cost him his life and his wife. 


THE WHITE- 
stripped ribbon of concrete 
highway widened and rushed up under 
the wheels of my speeding car as Jeanne and | 
rushed through the cool darkness of night toward At- 
lantic City. For me, it was a flight for freedom as real as 
that of the Children of Israel, following Moses out into the 
omised Land. 
| wasn’t running away for good, just for the week end. But | 
leaving behind me all my cares and troubles. I was also leaving 
ehind me my wife, Marion, and three kids. And I wasn’t even 
oing to think about them. Not one minute of my precious forty- 
eight hours with Jeanne was going to be wasted on sentimentality 
yr soul-searching. I wasn’t going to be the first man to com- 
mit adultery, and I wouldn’t be the last. A lot of men had 
done it with a lot less gorgeous women than Jeanne 
Simmons. 
This week end held promise of fulfill- 
ment of long unfulfilled passion; 
promise of adven- 
ture and discov- 
ery in the wonders of love— 
warm, tender, hungry love. I would 
think of it no other way. Live it up, Paul Taylor, 
I told myself, one time around is all you get. 
Jeanne stirred gently with the rhythmic enchantment of a 
stretching kitten in the seat beside me. 
“Want a cigarette, darling?” I asked. 
“Uh-huh,” she murmured. 
I lighted two at once and handed one of them to her. 
“How far away are we?” Jeanne asked, looking around out into 
the night. “I must have been asleep awhile.” 
“Got about a hundred miles to go,” I answered. Then I 
looked at her with a mischievous grin and added, “What's. 
the matter, getting impatient?” 
She laughed gently and reached out and began strok- 
ing the back of my neck with her left hand. 
“I think you are,” she said finally. 
“Don’t try to overdo things this 
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Jeanne assured me promises 
and kisses were all I would get 


until I left my wife. 


one weekend. Remember, we’re suppose 
to have a whole lifetime ahead of us for 
this sort of carrying on. You never did 
tell me how you broke the news to your 
wife.” 

“T just gave it to her straight,” I lied. 
“I told her we were through, that I was 
in love with someone else, and that was 
that.” 

“And she agreed to the divorce?” 
Jeanne asked. 

“The details will take some time to 
work out, but she sees that’s the only 
thing to do,” I said. 

The lie was getting bigger. Actually, 
| hadn’t told Marion we were through, 
or that I was in love with someone else. 
And I hadn’t demanded a divorce. There 
had been an argument, one of many we 
had had recently. And it had been the 
worst of all with me practically stalking 
out of the house. But for weeks now 
the pressure had been building up on 
two sides. Jeanne was a voluptuous, 
warm creature who was too explosive 
for a man to be friends without wanting 
to extend the congeniality to the bed- 
room. And Jeanne was too smart a girl 
to be maneuvered there just for the sake 
of being friendly. She wanted me, all 
right, but she wanted everything that 
went with me: my name, income, house, 
car—the full security of marriage. Prom- 
ises and kisses were all I would get until 
| made the break with my wife. 

And I wanted to break with Marion. 
After eight years, our marriage had 
degenerated into a sort of full-time un- 
pleasantness. God knew I had tried my 
best. I had worked like a dog, day in 
and day out, to make more money, to 
get ahead in the world. But Marion 
didn’t seem to understand. The house 
was always a three-ring circus with her, 
instead of trying to manage things so I 
could work in peace, blaming me for not 
giving her a hand. I had outgrown her. 
| had outgrown our whole marriage. 
Marion and three kids were just so 
much dead weight around my neck. 

Thinking about the dull confusion of 
my marriage had so deadened my mind 
as | drove that I almost didn’t notice 
the headlights of an oncoming car 
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swaying back and forth into my lane. It 
was traveling fast, probably 90 miles an 
hour. Suddenly it was upon us, its 
headlights shattering the dark privacy 
Jeanne and I shared. In a split second 
as the cars leaped to within a few yards 
of each other, I saw it was a hotrod 
loaded with crazy, laughing teenagers. | 
pulled the steering wheel hard to the 
right. 

At the same instant, the other driver 
must have done the same, and the two 
autos skidded past each other, missing 
what would have been an almost cer- 
tainly fatal crash by fractions of an 
inch. 

As I wrestled my car back under con- 
trol, I looked over at Jeanne and re- 
alized for the first time that she had 
gone back to sleep. She didn’t know 
how close we had come to injury or 
death. I snuffed out the butt of my 
cigarette and reached for her longer one, 
still burning in the ash tray. For a 
moment or two, my whole body shook 
and cold streams of sweat trickled down 
the side of my head. It was several 
minutes before I felt normal again. 

For a while, I thought of the physical 
consequences of such a crash. We would 
all have been killed, most probably. 
Those who weren’t would have surely 
suffered severe pain and agony, per- 
haps died lying in the highway before 
help arrived. I saw pictures of broken, 
twisted bodies dying over a_ bloody 
trail along the road. 

But that picture soon gave way to 
thoughts of other consequences. What 
would it have looked like in the news- 
papers? There was no reason on earth 
—except one—for Jeanne and I to be 
racing along a highway in another state 
in the dead of night. No one even knew 
we were together, since I had taken 
great pains to establish a “business trip” 
explanation to my wife and friends. It 
would make a nice, sordid headline, all- 
right; a fat gossip piece. Leaving my 
family was one thing, but having them 
disgraced was another. Marion didn’t 
deserve that. 

What did she deserve? 
hard to says The beginning had been 
so different, | remembered. It was my 
senior year at the state university that | 
met her. She was a small, well- 
assembled, olive-skinned girl with 
straight black hair that hung just below 
her shoulders. She seemed as fresh as 
spring grass with a quick wit and danc- 


It seemed 











ing black eyes. I had loved her instant- 
ly. We shared all of the robust fun of a 
campus romance: the Greek letter 
dances, the penciled notes passed in the 
library, the ice cream sodas at the 
campus drug store, the goodnight kisses 
stolen in the shadow of a dormitory 
building. 

But I don’t think I really looked upon 
Marion as a woman until near the end 
of the year when, with World War II 
drawing to a close, my draft number 
came up. It was a shock to me. I had 
never thought of actually having to go 
into service, to shoot and be shot at. 
But I had connections, and I put them 
to use. 

“It’s really pretty simple,” I told Ma- 
rion. “This doctor friend of mine will 
make out a history of a bad heart for 
me to take when I report for my phys- 
ical. Then he’s got some stuff he will 
give me just before I go to make it act 
up. It'll all cost me nearly three hun- 
dred bucks, but it'll be worth it.” 

“Paul! You’re joking!” Marion ex- 
claimed. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“What do you mean?” she asked. 
“Are you actually about to be that dis- 
honest? You’d fake illness and become 
a draft dodger? Why, Paul?” 

“Did you ever see anybody who really 
wanted to go to the Army?” I asked 
her. 

“Yes, I have,” Marion shot back. 
“I’ve seen fellows who wanted to go 
and did and they’re never coming back. 
I’ve seen fellows who would give their 
right arms to go if only they were 
physically fit to be taken. It seems to 
me anybody would be proud to defend 
his country.” 

“There’s more to it than putting ona 
uniform and waving a flag,” I said 
sharply. “There’s the messy business 
of having a whole chunk of your life 
wasted just when you’re ready to carve 
out a future for yourself. You go away 
a kid and you come back a few years 
later that much behind and older than 
your time.” 

“What about the fellows who lose 
more than a ‘chunk’?” Marion said. 
“What about the fellows who lose all? 
They die with just as much glory a 
the guy who stays behind and becomes 
chairman of the board.” 

“I take it by all this that you want me 
to go,” I told Marion. 

“Yes, Paul, (Continued on Page 62) 
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tor This 'm Most Thanktul 


oa MOST THANKFUL FOR having Armonia McNeely 
for a mother. Because she was married to an entertainer. 
mother understood our problems when we began to get show 
business in our blood. Dad, Dillard, Sr.. was a small-time 
pianist and through the years as a family we had our ups 
and downs. There are three of us brothers: 32-year-old 
Dillard, Jr.. who is now the business manager of the band: 
30-year-old Robert, who blows baritone and alto sax with 
us; and me. born James Cecil, 26 years old. | play baritone 
and tenor sax and the combo carries my name. 

Coming up in the middle of the depression there wasn’t 
any money for music lessons for us. We lived in Watts. 
Cal.. which is humorously known as South L.A. We raised 
everything we needed to eat but there weren’t any extras. 
Music first came to us boys through a family tragedy. 

Our cousin. Van C. Smith. was struck down in a traffic 


accident. He had been studying drums and when he died 
the drums came to us. All of us took a whack at playing 
them. Then inspired with our progress Robert managed to 
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~ Sarees 


By Jay McNeely 


buy a saxophone and later passed it on to me. I took lessons 
in school free and was able to scrimp up enough to study 
privately. In those days a dollar a week bought good WPA 
teachers. | worked at odd jobs to make enough money to 
study sax. And even though that money would have looked 
good in the family kitty, Mom encouraged me to study music. 

Then Robert and I decided that we wanted to make a living 
out of music. We gigged around local clubs to make enough 
money to keep studying. I studied with Joseph Catalin, first 
clarinetist with RKO studios. I got a classical foundation 
and we both studied harmony. Then the money ran out. 

That was when mother made it possible for us to make 
what we know now was the right decision. We lived at home 
and mother not only encouraged us to keep on, to try our 
hand at writing music, but she even gave us financial support 
from the little she had. Later, when we finally got a little 
unit together to make one-night stands in and around L.A., 
Mom’s door was always open to us and to the fellows in the 
band. She fed us when we’d come back off the road broke 
from a bad tour. She'd even launder shirts for us so we 
could go out and try again. You see, she had faith in us. 

Mother’s faith is a tremendous and powerful thing. She 
was once sick for seven years. She couldn’t even walk. She 
prayed to get well. Today, she’s all right. Her faith can 
produce miracles. Why, we believe that if Mom prays for 
something, her prayers are always answered. Her faith is a 
24-hours-a-day each and every day devotion. No wonder 
she’s close to her God. 

We are thankful that Armonia McNeely is our mother. 
And we hope we’ll be able to show our appreciation to her. 
We’re banking our money. Each of us in the band lives on 
$60 a week and sends the rest home to Mom. We hope we'll 
be able to build her the modern California ranch home she’s 
always wanted. We believe in flowers for the living and we're 
working hard to give mother the things she deserves while 
she is still with us. She has been a wonderful mother and 
we are trying in a small way to say “thank you” to her. 
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Buck, getting out of the jeep and moving 
toward the tenement steps. “I gotta find 
out what floor that chick told me they 
live on.” He pulled his flashlight and 
I saw its beam searching the mailboxes 
in the hallway. He waved silently for 


us to pile out. Harvey was right behind 
him, so fast he was halfway up the dark 


staircase before I could put my feet on 


the sidewalk. Right then and there the 


big mixup in my life had its beginning 


for had I moved as fast as he, I might 
have missed the girl. I would also have 


missed a lot of other things—jealousy, 
suspicion and the misery that comes to 
one who is not quite sure things are 
really what they are. 

As I followed Harvey more leisurely 
into the entrance, a door on the first 


floor opened and there framed in it 
against the soft red glow of a hall light 
overhead was the most exotic, beautiful 
girl I had ever seen. She wore an off- 
the-shoulder blouse of white that reveal- 
ed the richness of her skin above her 
breasts. An extremely short skirt of 


COSC AND 
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some black material accentuated her 
perfect hips and tiny waist. I stared 
open-mouthed at her as I heard Buck 
and Harvey clumping heavily up the 
stairs. 

“Well?” she said coolly over the cig- 
aret hanging limply from her tiny 
mouth. Invitation was part of the word. 
I forgot all about my pals, forgot all 
about the whispers around camp that we 
might be shipping out almost any day. 
I forgot also all about Martha, my boy- 
hood sweetheart back home in Navasota, 
whom I had promised to come back to 
and marry once | got out of the service. 
All I could think about now was this 
sultry little girl in the doorway waiting 
for me to walk, it seemed, into her 
arms. “This is it, Al,” I told myself, 
staring wordlessly at her. “I don’t know 
what Buck’s got upstairs, but I'll bet 
my last dollar that there’s no chick any- 
where who can ask for and get all of me 
like this one.” 


“Would you like to come in?” she 


asked, opening the door wider. I got a 
glimpse behind her of an ordinary hall 
with some frayed carpet on the floor, a 
small table halfway down with a tele- 
phone on it. I smelled the odor of cook- 
ing cabbage. But I was still looking at 
her, drinking in the details of this girl 
whom I instinctively knew wanted me 
to barter for her charms. But “what’s 
the difference?” I asked myself. “It'll 
be the same kind of deal upstairs with 
Buck and Harvey. These gals aren’t out 
to help the war effort; they’re trying to 
get something out of it, too.” 

“Hey, Al,” I heard Buck holler down 
from upstairs, “Why you so slow, man? 
Come on up. Thing’s really movin’ up 
here.” 

Without consciously thinking, I 
stepped away from the girl, stuck my 
head around into the stairway and 
called up to Buck, “Say man, I gotta 
run down to the corner. I forgot to 
bring along some cigarets. Be back in 
a second. What (Continued on Page 55) 
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FELL MADLY IN LOVE with the first Cadillac convertible | ever saw. 
It was the first day of school. and I was standing in front of the Booker T. 
Sedgwick Consolidated High School when Elton Kaye drove up in that big. tomato- 
red convertible—and from that day on my life was destined to be different. | 
couldn't account for the strange. tickling sensation that swept through me as | 
watched the sleek, glistening vehicle drift slowly towards the curb—like a poised. 
purring tiger slowly creeping up on its prey. I had no words for the weak. futile 
feeling that overcame me when I touched the shining red fender and felt the soft | 
vibrations from the mighty motor idling somewhere inside that stylish. mirror- 
shiny bedy. 
I was completely oblivious of the small knot of school kids who were now sur- 
rounding the car, admiring its beauty and ejaculating enthusiastic words of praise 
and admiration as they left their fingerprints on the red baked enamel finish. I 
didn’t think of the smug-looking. well-dressed “high yaller” schoolgirl who sat 





snuggling close to the lean. dapper, brown-skinned boy behind the wheel. 

| had for the moment completely forgotten Johnny Dean, the boy from the neigh- 
boring farm who had been carrying my books to the Jenkintown country school for 
: 10 years. and who was still carrying my books as I stood transfixed before the most 
; beautiful car I had ever seen. 
Granny Clarke, my maternal grandmother, had always told me I was a dreamer 
| and I was dreaming that my hair was tossing in the warm wild wind and my face 
was bared-to the Indian Summer sun. and I could feel the swift surge of power 
7 beneath me as we zoomed across the open highway with the convertible top swept 
back. I dreamt of the driver’s strong arms about my waist and his deep laughter 
in my ear. 


Then I felt a warm. gloved hand on mine and I snapped (Continued on Page 48 
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For a girl reared in a hick town, Millie caught on to big city 





ways in a hurry. That’s why she wearied of being holy and | 


moral while bad girls got good things out of life—she thought. 
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Howard held band job 
with Roy Milton’s Solid 
Senders before finding 
success as a topflight 


solo performer. 
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CAMILLE HOWARD: 





THE GIRL WHO PLAYS THE BLUES 





“My man don’t love me, treats me oh so 
mean,” sighs Camille Howard. She can also 
shout a lowdown blues chant. 


VERY ONCE IN A WHILE, the 

world of jazz is startled by the 
emergence of an outstanding woman 
performer—one who possesses the talent 
and personality to reach stardom. 

Most such performers, however, are 
usually left in the starting gates of the 
talent race because the field is fairly 
swarming with brilliant females in all 
phases of show business—singing, danc- 
ing, instrumental, mimicry and comedy. 

A victim of neglect seems to be six 
foot, well-proportioned Camille Howard, 
until recently, pianist in the blues band 
of Roy Milton. Not only has Camille 
had to break through the solid ring of 
outstanding women entertainers, but has 
had to do it in a highly competitive field 
where but a handful are on the books as 


Puckish comedienne breaks routine with a 


studied bit of clowning that seldom fails 
to excite applause. 


top stars with choice engagements. 

Of course, women piano players are 
not new to show business. There was a 
time when all dance bands had a woman 
at the keyboard. The bands of King Joe 
Oliver and Louis Armstrong, as an ex- 
ample, featured the piano of Lil Hardin, 
later one of the several Mrs. Louis Arm- 
strongs. Women have had their own 
bands, especially in Chicago where for 
years Ida P. Maples Society Syncopaters, 
Ruth Murray and Gertrude Harrison, 
widow of the famed actor, Richard B. 
Harrison, were familiar faces in dance 
and cabaret bands. Others included 
Emma Smith and the famous Lovie 


Austin, whose Blue Serenaders were 


started in New York before she came to 
Chicago to open her long stay at the old 











Camille gets lost in piano interlude. She 
admits she gets as big a thrill out of lis- 
tening to herself as audience. 


Monogram Theater. More modern, per- 
haps, was Mary Lou Williams once of 
the Andy Kirk Clouds of Joy orchestra. 

Camille Howard graduated from the 
cocktail ranks to the piano chair in the 
great Roy Milton band back in 1942 
and is best remembered for her sensa- 
tional work on his R.M. Blues and on her 
own Groovy Blues, both national hits on 
the Specialty label. 

What makes Camille Howard distinc- 
tive, however, in a competitive bracket 
that imcludes Hazel Scott, Dorothy 
Donegan, Una Mae Carlisle, Mary Lou 
Williams, Rose Murphy, Beryl Booker, 
Nellie Lutcher and Winnie Atwell, is her 
unequivocal dedication to the blues and 
boogie-woogie pattern. 

This is her best avenue of expression 
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and she is undisputedly mistress of the 
medium. “She plays like a man,” says 
pianist-organ playing Milt Buckner, an 
ill-time great of the keyboard, himself. 
such a compliment is reserved usually 
by musicians for the girls who desert the 
lefinitely feminine approach to piano 
laying for the strident. intricate tech- 
que of the men. 

Camille Howard is the first girl pianist 

make the hard, rugged one-nighter 

rcuits of the Deep South with a male 
mbination since Mary Lou Williams’ 
lays with Andy Kirk. Few women are 
ible to stand the gaff of the long, boun- 
drafty rides in buses over country 
ads and through thinly-settled areas 
and schedules call for today. For that 
eason. most women pianists play for 
heir own pleasure only rather than take 
he physical punishment and inconveni- 
neces that go hand-in-glove with the 

ight-by-night job of playing with a 

uring orchestra. 

Playing solo concerts is one thing,” 
ays Camille Howard, “and playing 
lances are horses of different colors. 
When you're a solo concert artist, you 

ually travel by train or plane and 

ings are all set up for you, especially 

a woman. In an all-male band. 
ngs are decidedly different.” 

She did not talk about another factor 
it militates against the girl band pian- 
the fact that she is secretly resented 
the male members of the combina- 
most of whom can think of a dozen 
players they’d rather have with 

m than a woman. 

Chicks can play up a whole lot of 
ino” said one musician, “but they get 
be a pain in the neck when you travel 
th them. If they look like anything, 
ne of the guys are sure to try and hit 

em and that breeds jealousy among 
I'd rather be with an outfit 
ide up entirely of men.” 

But right now, Camille Howard isn’t 


tellows. 


ried about her future as a band 
ist for she has gone naturally into 
solo field. She left Roy Milton for- 
first time in 1950 to form her own 
but his band didn’t sound the same 
yithout her and she was returned in 


With him she made a “lot of sides” 
the Specialty label, many of them 
t sellers. “I believe we did at least 
she recalls, among them a 
iple of my own, You Don’t Love Me 


Extemporaneous Boogie.” 


ides.” 


Today, Camille stands on the thresh- 
old of international fame and fortune. 
She has perfected a comedy routine that 
involves a wiggling derrierre, a stand- 
up stance and many other tricks de- 
signed for laughs. She mugs as expertly 
as Rose Murphy or Martha Davis, her 
closest musical friend, and _ sings 
“enough to put over a song.” 


What makes Camille different from 





her female contemporaries in jazz is a 
long powerful pair of arms and talon- 
like fingers that can cause a grand piano 
to shake from the force she exerts on 
the keys. Most female pianists are noted 
for the “delicate touch” which keeps a 
lot of them out of bands and strongly 
jazz combos. Not so with Camille. 

“I’m a Galveston, Texas, gal,” she 
says, “and people who know jazz music, 
know that all Texas piano players have 
one thing in common—powerful left 
hands. All of them—Teddy Wilson, 
Sammy Price, Charles Brown, Ivory Joe 
Hunter and Amos Millburn, to name a 
few, have great left hands. Texas people 
always did, I’ve been told, like a lot of 
bass with their piano music and on that 
account, I believe, the rolling bass was 
developed there. The rolling bass, you 
know, is the basic of both the boogie 
woogie and today’s rock and roll. In 
Texas, you learn to use your left hand 
first, then you add your right.” 

Camille was steeped in the blues tra- 
dition since she was a child. At age 12, 
she was playing for house parties for 
her school chums from Galveston grade 
school. She got her musical talent, she 
says, from her father, Samuel B. Twin- 
ing, a baritone singer in church choirs 
at home, and learned a lot from her 
cousin, the celebrated Harold Ivan 
Browning, who as a member of the in- 
ternationally renowned Four Harmony 


Kings, was a favorite of European royal- 
ty for many years. 

Camille furthered her education at St. 
Phillips Junior College in San Antonio 
before starting her career as a profes. 
sional musician in 1932. Her first pro- 
fessional engagement was as a pianist- 
singer at the Cotton Tavern, a white 
nightclub in Galveston. She was barely 
16 at the time, but her playing so excited 


 & 
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successful becaus 


she plays like a ma: 


listeners that she was encouraged to go 
to California in 1940 where she settled 
for a while in Oakland. 

She began frequenting the hot jazz 
spots in Oakland and in San Francisco, 
often taking part in jam sessions with 
members of touring name bands. In 
this manner, she picked up a lot of tricks 
of the trade and when drummer Roy 
Milton, a Tulsa, Okla., product heard 
(Continued on Page 70) 
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Coffee break relaxes piano star and she 
badgers night club owners about having 
hot coffee available. 
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Teen-age Gangster (conined jrom Pase 2 


wanting everybody to know how scared and 
dumb I was. 

“Naw,” Joey said impatiently. “Our guys 
got talent. We open a window to get in 
and start it from under the hood.” 

And that’s how we did it. We found a 
powder-blue Cadillac convertible, jimmied 
open a side window, “hot-wired” it to by- 
pass the ignition switch and start it, and 
we were off. We drove all over the East 
Side and even out to Five Mile Lake, where 
we ate sandwiches and drank beer that we 
picked up at a drive-in. We turned the car 
radio on real loud and listened to some 
cool stuff for about an hour, then we drove 
the car back to town and ditched it. It was 
a lot of fun and nobody got hurt. 


That was how it started with me and the 
Drakes, just messing around. We swiped 
lots of cars after that, but I don’t think 
I was really accepted by the gang until the 
night I learned how to play “Chicken.” 
Mac was the one who egged it on. He kept 
saying I didn’t have any guts, and that I 
just went along with the crowd. So one 
night Joey decided we would steal two 
cars instead of one. We piked up a 1956 
Chevrolet and a Ford that was about a 
year old. Joey said that we should get two 
cars of about the same year and weight 
so that the game would be fair. After we 
picked up the cars, we drove out on a 
back road near Five Mile Lake. It was a 
good moonlight night and you could see a 
long way without any light. 

I hadn’t played “Chicken” before, but I 
had heard how it was done. Mac took the 
wheel of the Chevy and I drove the Ford. 
We went in opposite directions until the 
cars were over a half mile apart, then we 
turned around and drove toward each other 
at 60 miles an hour. The object of the 
game: to see who would be the first to 
chicken out and swerve out of the way. 


F IT HAD BEEN ANYBODY else but 

Mac, it might not have happened like 
it did. But there we were hurtling toward 
each other at a mile a minute, and all I 
could do was imagine Mac’s ugly, grinning 
face sitting over the steering wheel of the 
other car, yelling “chicken” at me. I bore 
down on the accelerator. I wasn’t chicken. 

The lights of Mac’s car loomed up bigger 
and bigger until I could see the outline of 
the whole car jutting out of the darkness 
like some kind of monster leaping from a 
black cave, with the howling of the engines 
making its roar. The roar was growling 
“Chicken! Chicken!” And the whole front 
end of the car looked like Mac’s leering 
face. 

And then it wasn’t a game any more. 
It was death at 60 miles an hour, In the 
flashing seconds I remembered reading 
something about the combined speeds of 
two autos in a wreck. My brain snapped 


through the problem: Mac and I were 
about to crash at what would be equal to 
running into a brick wall at 120 miles an 
hour! I heard my own scream as I 
wrenched the steering wheel to the right 
as hard as I could. The ear-piercing screech 
of steel ground into my head and my car 
was jolted out of control. I wrestled with 
the wheel, aware of a blinding pain in my 
left shoulder. It seemed like an hour be- 
fore I finally brought the car to a halt. 

I tried to open the door on my side and 
couldn’t, so I pushed open the other one 
and staggered out, holding my aching 
shoulder. I couldn’t see at first, but I could 
hear some of the guys running toward me 
and yelling. Then they were all swarming 
around me, talking all at once. 

“T think I busted my shoulder,” I said. 

“You guys really tore it,” Joey said. 
“The jalopies are a mess.” 

“How’s Mac?” I asked. 

“I’m okay.” I heard Mac say. 

I looked at him, and he seemed scared 
stiff. 

“Look, you guys,” Joey was saying, “we 
kind of loused up this caper so we better 
get the hell out of here and split. Lay low 
for a couple of days and don’t say nothin’ 
to nobody. Get it, nobody! How’s that 
shoulder, Billy?” 

“Tt’s—it’s pretty banged up, but I don’t 
think it’s broken after all,” I said. 

“Can you make it back to town?” Joey 
asked. 

“Yeah, I think so,” I told him. 

So we did like Joey said. We walked 
back to town, split up and laid low for a 
while. I told my folks I hurt the shoulder 
at school and that was that. They didn’t 
really care about me, not like the gang did. 
That was one thing about the gang, I told 
myself while I was home waiting for the 
shoulder to heal. The guys cared about 
each other. They stuck together, like now. 
Nobody was talking about how we stole 
those cars. Nobody squealed that Mac 
and me wrecked them. The Drakes stuck 
together. They were a family all their 
own. 

Take the time when Harry the barber 
slapped Joey while they were arguing 
about a baseball game. Joey called Harry 
a dumb jerk and Harry called Joey a smart- 
alecky young punk and slapped him for 
no reason at all. So a couple of nights 
later we fixed Harry the barber. A little 
after closing time we sent a fat red brick 
sailing right through that big plate glass 
window of Harry’s shop. He didn’t mess 
with any of the Drakes after that. 

In fact, things were going along real 
good until that crazy Mac pulled a real 
dog. It was a girl. All of us guys fooled 
around with girls a little bit. You know, 
meet them at the drug store or maybe 
take them to movie and stuff like that. 


But mostly we didn’t do too much because 
a dame can get you into real trouble. Any 
guy knows that. But this Mac, like I said. 
is real razy, and girls don’t go for him 
too fast. They call him a creep and things 
like that. 

But one day Mac showed up with this 
new kid and said she was going to be his 
girl from then on. She wasn’t a bad look- 
ing kid, and I couldn’t figure out why she 
would want to be bothered with a guy like 
Mac. She was dark and had kind of a 
scared look, and she would dart her eyes at. 
Mac when he would make some sort of 
crack, like when he said they were going to 
the “club” after a movie. The club was just 
a basement we had kind of fixed up in an 
old condemned building. It had a few 
chairs and a sofa and a little junk like that. 
It was just some place to go to get off the 
streets, and I knew that some times Joey 
took girls there. Joey knew more about 
girls than the rest of us guys. 

So sure enough, Mac takes this girl there 
one night. It must have been really rough. 
Mac met us outside one of the drug stores 
late that night and he was a sight. His face 
was all scratched up and his shirt was torn, 
and he was laughing like crazy. 

“That little slut,” he laughed. “‘ She was 
sure full of fight.” 

“What happened, Mac?” I asked him. 

“What do you think happened, bright 
boy? I got what I went after.” 

“But Mac, you didn’t—” I started. 

“T didn’t what?” Mac snarled. “Sure | 
did. She wants a good time. She wants to 
go places and spend dough. Okay, I take 
her. But nobody makes a sucker out of 
Mac. I pay the way, but she pays me back 
in trade.” Then he laughed again. “She 
was sure of fight.” he said, wiping his 
hand across his face. 

“Are you crazy?” I said. “Don’t you 
know that can get you ninety-nine years or 
something? Did you mark her up?” 

“Naw,” Mac said. “I slapped her around 
a little. but that won’t kill her.” 

“Okav, okay,” Joey said. “You guys 
come off it. But it was a dumb trick, Mac. 
Ain’t you got no finesse? You don’t have to 
force a girl. Let’s break it up and go home 
anyway.” 

That settled it until the next day when 
Joey came up to me in the school cafeteria. 

“What are you doin’ here?” I asked him. 
“T didn’t think you even came inside this 
joint any more.” 

“T don’t usually,” Joey said, “But this is 
an emergency. Listen good. Mac really 
fouled it up last night. That girl he raped 
is Tom Sullivan’s sister. He’s a big guy 
wit the Hawks. Don’t ask me how Mac 
ever got mixed up with her, I don’t know. 
Anyhow. it seems Mac blew off a lot of 
steam about how no girl ever crosses the 
Drakes and all, and this gal goes back 
home cryin’ and blabs everything out to 
her brother. They plan to come after us 
tonight and this one will be a real Missis- 
sippi mudcat. I got the word. They’ve 

(Continued on Page 47) 
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Remove make-up 
with Black and 
White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften 
your skin with 


FOR A 


he 


.-- EVEN IN HOTTEST WEATHER 


Use Black and White Vanishing 
Cream as your make-up base. This 
famous beauty cream actually 
checks skin oiliness that causes 
make-up to smear, especially in 
warm weather. It is greaseless, 
can’t cause blackheads, and forms 
a perfect base that keeps make-up 
looking fresh and skin feeling soft 


Black and White 
Cold Cream. 
Only 35¢ each. 


for hours. 


For face powder that clings 
like mist, lipstick that stays on 
and on, slways look 
for the name Black 


BLACK 22 
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DISCOVER THE SECRET 
OF A PERFECT FIGURE 


discover front zipper 
4’n1 Shape-0-Lette 


At last you can have the perfect 
figure you’ve always longed for. Yes, 
one garment Shape-O-Lette gives 
you: a beautiful uplift, an alluring 
decollete and a really tiny waist. 
Gone forever are unwanted bulges 
and rolls of fat. Yet you never have a 
moment’s discomfort. The convenient 
full-length front zipper makes 
Shape-O-Lette easy to get into. 
Lastex action-back for firm support. 
And imagine Shape-O-Lette costs 
only 5.95, the price of a longline bra 
alone. Removable, adjustable straps. 
For proper fit, state bust size. 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF91-G 
Rockville Centre, N. Y. 


send SHAPE-O-LETTE C.O.D. 

© Pll pay $5.95 plus postage 

[— I enclose $5.95, you pay postage 
color__2nd choice___ 
rayon satin [Tj 


size_. 
nylon J 
name (print) 





address (print) | 





city zone. state. 
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turbulent two's 


|S pears JOHNSON, age two, and his 

mother were preparing to leave my 
office after his regular check-up, when 
suddenly bedlam seemed to explode in 
the reception room. 

I opened the door and there stretched 
on the floor, arms flailing, legs bobbing, 
and screaming with all his might was 
Butch. His mother was trying desper- 
ately to get hold of his writhing, wrig- 
gling form, but to no avail. 

I picked him up, and immediately he 
grew quiet. The screaming stopped and 
once more my office assumed some pro- 
fessional dignity. 

Mrs. Johnson didn’t though. Her hat 
was twisted; her face was flushed with 


_ humiliation and anger at not being able 
to control this mite-sized dynamo. She 


seemed near tears as she said, “Doctor, 


| I don’t know what I can do with Butch. 
| He used to be such a sweet obedient 
| child. Now we have a struggle over just 
| about everything. He’s just too much 
| for me to handle. I’m worn out and he’s 
| still going strong.” 


How often I'd heard this same com- 


plaint from mothers of children from 


two to six. However, at two the game is 


_ still new to both mother and child and 
| the ground rules are not quite clear. 


As Mrs. Johnson was my last patient 
for the afternoon I sat down beside her 
on the lounge and offered her a cigarette, 


| which she accepted gratefully. Butch 
| settled comfortably on my lap, all his 
| fury and tenseness gone, though his 
| jacket was still half on and half off. He 


investigated the “tick-tock” on my arm. 
I smiled. 
“Relax. Don’t let it get you down, 
Mrs. Johnson. It’s because Butch is 


| going through the period sometimes 


799 


known as the. “turbulent two’s” that you 
feel you have a problem. It’s a normal 
part of his growth and development. He 
is just trying to learn to stand on his own 
feet.” 

Mrs. Johnson (Continued on Page 74) 





HOME SERVICE 
MAGAZINE 


OR THOSE DAYS when it seems “just too warm even 

to eat,” try a salad that’s a real appetite tempter. It’s cool 
to look at and refreshing to eat. Furthermore, and very im- 
portant on hot summer days, it can be prepared easily and 
quickly from melons and fruits so plentiful right now. 

For an on-the-porch or patio buffet supper, arrange the 
fruits and melons in a deep dish or salad bowl and let your 
family and guests help themselves to cool eating. 











ho pking 


W HEN SUMMER ROLLS AROUND, nothing can be 
Y more appetizing to look at and good to taste than sweet, 
delicious melon. Whether it is cantaloupe, persian, honey- 
lew or watermelon, there is something about it that gives 
the taste a cool, satisfied feeling. Like so many of its sister 
fruits, melons can be served from the beginning to the end 
f any meal in many different ways, and because of their 
special flavor, they can be blended with each other for color 
ind taste, and with other fruits, foods or ice cream to make 


a delectable gourmet treat on any menu. 

There are many new and interesting recipes for melon 
sherbets, ices and ice cream that are very special for the 
months when so many kinds of melons are plentiful. With 
such a wide variety of ideas and unusual ways to serve 
them, the homemaker can find unlimited uses for it. TAN’s 
selection of special ways to prepare melons will offer you a 
wide variety for your summer-to-fall eating pleasure. 


a SS SS SS =| S26 >= 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Frosty Special 
slices of cantaloupe in waxed paper. Place in refrigerator 
hill. Wash a large bunch of seedless grapes and lay them on 
r towels to dry. Cut the bunch of grapes into small clusters 
ulividual portions. To frost them, dip the grapes into slightly 
en egg white, then sprinkle with granulated sugar. Arrange 
ted grapes on dessert plates around a half or a quarter of 
cantaloupe. 





Square Dance Melon Bowl 
Chilled melon balls served from a watermelon “bowl” will please 
the crowd. The combination of flavors of the cantaloupe and 
watermelon is delicious. Top the individual servings with ice 
cream or sherbet for an extra-special party. Have plenty of tall 
glasses filled with cool beverages for the warm, happy dancers. 
Pass large plates of cookies. 











Cantaloupe A-La-Mode 
The perennial favorite of warm weather 4 
desserts is cantaloupe a la Mode. Cut vine- : 
ripened, chilled cantaloupes in half and re- 
=) move seeds. To make a “frilled” edge, cut 
with a zigzag motion. A pencil line drawn 
around the melon will help to make this vey be 
operation easy. Fill the cantaloupe with a , 
generous scoops of ice cream. Serve with =~ 
or without the embellishment of crushed, 
sweetened berries. 





Fruit Delight 
Try an unusual dessert for your next party, or just for the 
family. Cut juicy, ripe cantaloupes in half and fill the centers 
with flavorful banana slices and dates. For an added party air, 
each melon on colorful leaves and perhaps tuck in a 
r or two. Here is something that is taste-appealing and 
delightful to the eye, all in one. 
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Melon and Cereal 


For a very special warm weather breakfast and a change from 

the usual slice of melon, fill the chilled ripe melon with cereal of 

your choice. We like wheat chex served with sugar and cream 

or even ice cream. This is a real treat for the whole family and 

it is different and delicious with a most unusual flavor. For extra 

attractiveness, garnish the plate with green leaves or flower 
petals. 
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Beauty ¢ : 
. e 
for Your Hair 
- 
Yes, now the added richness of that special new r 






lanolin formula gives your hair even greater 
lustre and extra softness . . . keeps your super- 
smooth hairdo extra lovely all day long. 


MORE Value 


for Your Money 











Monterey Garden Appetizers 
Fragrance as refreshing as a sea breeze, 
and few calories are offered on an attrac. 
tive appetizer tray. Weight watchers are 
especially interested in these choice morsels. 
This chilled selection includes wedges of 
flavorful cantaloupes, assorted melon balls, 
fresh strawberries and triangles of fresh 
pineapple. 
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OPPORTUNITIES Al AHEAD! 





Prepare for the big earning power of Diesel Trained 
Men. Start learning at home, in spare time. UEI’s 
easy, practical training covers all phases of DIESEL 


GREEN, BLUE, ROSE, OR CLEAR WHITE engine operation, fuel systems, auxiliary equipment, 


repairs and maintenance. Also new Scientific Auto 
RIMLESS SPORT GLASSES 95 Motor Tune-up. After home course, you come to 
Geasine Chicago for actual practice in UEI’s modern shop 
Ground — experienced instructors. GET ALL THE FACTS 

FREE. WRITE TODAY! 


ished. Gee rc Goaranteed Division UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 
—- aR Inted 2521 SheMeld Ave., Dept. DCH-16, Chieage 14, illinois 


extra charge. Send no 

meeney. Pay Postman, plus postage on money beck guarantee, 
ELLIS RAND CO...2300 Stuashen Ave... Supt, 1527, Chicage 47,08. 
— “The most wonderful cream 
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Pienic Fair 
For a main item on a picnic menu, use 
melons and have a minimum of muss and 


Here ji ote your natural fi ° . 
i} he tells 708. abou at Palm toe recive 8 oeton bec ceom.- fuss. Simply chill the melons well; carry 
roug a . . ‘ 
Dream er Vision.” Pralm te evcape éan- massage for weak pectoral them to the picnic spot well wrapped in 


Psalm te become safe from Enemies, muscles that ir : . . 
Palm to receive GOOD after committing that “flat-chested”’ etppeare heavy paper to retain the cold, and at serv- 
a heavy sin. Psalm te make Sorte. ance. Each jar of BEA UST CREAM contains 
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: im yourself what amazing new BEAUTY BUST CREAM ° 
gan do FOR YOU. UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE: slice of watermelon or a half cantaloupe for 
MIDG ‘ou must be absolutely delighted or full chase ; ; ‘ 
nailest Bible in the Ww , is rat at all times price refunded. 30 day a with full directions in each person. Sandwiches and fresh raw f 
t . 
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A COMPLETE BRA WARDROBE is most impor- 
BRA WARDROBE tant during the hot, humid summer days when 
everyone has the lazy feeling and all work is cut to the 
minimum. After a cool and refreshing bath there is nothing that can pep one up 
more than fresh, crisp, clean underthings. It is always a good policy to have several 
extra pieces always on hand in the dresser drawer. 
A bit of thought and planning should be given to this part of every woman’s 
wardrobe and all types of dress taken into consideration when purchasing the 
right bra, garter belt or girdle. 


1. Called “Corsage,” this uniquely tai- 
lored long line bra gently smooths out 
any waistline bulges, and gives perfect 
fit and comfort for the heavy figure. 
Price about $3.95. 
2. “Prelude” is a marvelous bra with 
the contour band that curves up between 
the cups and gives perfect separation. 
Made of cool cotton and nylon lace, 
price is $2.50. 
3. The prelude “Once-Over” solves a 
lot of problems. It comes in cotton with 
nylon lace trimming down the waist- 
line, and gives perfect control. Prices 
$7.95 to $12.50. 
4. The strapless bra that can be worn 
six ways is a real quick-change artist. It 
can be worn with or without straps and 
comes in several fabric combinations. 
Prices from $2.50 up. 
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and long-sleeve sport shirts empha. Mexican 
e trend towards stripes. Collar treatment Cali-Fame in this sport shirt with scroll 
e the shirts a distinctive look. By Har- 
g of California, both priced at $5. 





White collar and cuffs accent Cali-Fame’s 

newest sport shirt of woven cotton, set off 

with an Italian collar. Golf cap has ad- 
justable inside band. Shirt, $5.95. 


All cotton sport shirt in a woven pattern 
has a double patch pocket and a contrast- 
ing pocket. By Cali-Fame, it features short 
sleeves and Italian collar. Price is $5.95. 











HE STORY ON MEN’S apparel this 
season is one of versatility. Men to- 
day spend more time for leisure activi- 
ties and a business suit is not the ap- 
propriate dress for a day on the golf 
course or tennis courts. Specialized ap- 
parel has become the order of the day. 
and correct dress for the proper occa- 
sion is the current theme in men’s wear. 
California-made sportswear has long 
been known to be in a class by itself. 
This summer’s trend in_ sportswear 
stresses the importance of stripes, bold 
plaids, polka and pin dots, and even lus- 
trous gold threads, which add sparkle 
and a touch of elegance to a variety of 
shirt patterns. Also accented are cottons 
and tweedy, rough-textured looking 
fabrics in shirts, and metallic threads 


SUMMER SHIRTS FOR MEN 


A mythical horse pattern is the theme of a 
dressy sport shirt by Cali-Fame, featuring 
stand-up collar and cuffs and mandarin 
sleeve. Shirt, $5.95. Matching cap, $2.95. 








“wedding shirt” motif is used by 
design, -executed in fine cord on cotton 
broadcloth. Price is about $6.95. 





have been incorporated throughout, 
along with new trim ideas. 

Fashion emphasis has been placed on 
sublety, fine tailoring and good fabric. 
Sleeves are shown in both the long and 
short versions, and some shirts come 
with matching caps. 

Shown on this page is TAN’s selec- 
tion of attractive sport shirts from Cali- 
fornia, that will give any man many 
hours of wearing pleasure. All are 
budget-priced with a distinctive look of 
custom tailoring. 
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New and different is a woven pin stripe 
shirt with Italian collar. Sleeves feature a 
“cuff” treatment with the Continental flair. 


Price is about $4.95. 
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Teen-age Gangster (Continued from Page 39) 


got brass knucks and black jacks. They 
mean business.” 

“This can really be rough,” I said. 
“What do we do, lay low?” 

“Naw. If we run now, we'd have to keep 
on running. I figure to beat them to the 
punch, meet them in their own backyard 
before they get started. I know where 
they're meeting. We can get a couple of 
cars and get there early. Baseball bats 
and anything else that will make lumps. 
We'll give it to those guys good.” 

“I don’t think Mac is worth it,” I said 
sharply. 

“He ain't.” Joey said, “But they’re not 
just after Mac. They want the hide off all 
of us. Now here’s how we'll work it—” 

So Joey outlined the whole thing; the 
time, the place, where we would steal the 
cars and how we would jump the Hawks. 
It was like an Army commando raid. Move 


| in quick, strike hard, then run. 


It was just dark when we picked up the 


cars and got going. We drove to a part of 


town called The Hollow. It had been fine 
once, but it was pretty rundown now. 

Things went like clockwork. We caught 
the Hawks trying to get organized. They 
were all milling around in front of a little 
candy store when we drove up. All of us 
were lying down in the cars but the drivers, 
so the Hawks didn’t know what was hap- 
pening until the doors flew open and we 
all piled out, swinging baseball bats and 
chair legs and things. 

I remembered something I once read 
about a crack Army commando squad: 
they always knocked the most dangerous- 
looking guy out of commission first. So I 
picked a great big guy who had a pop 
bottle in his hand. I knew he would be 
dangerous with that, so I let him have it 
with the bat right on the arm. He yelled 
and bent sideways, holding it, and I let him 
have it again across the shoulder. He 
went down in a heap. 

Then somebody leaped on my back and 
was choking me around the neck. I turned 
around and around, trying to throw him off. 
and then I bucked a little and we both went 
down. In the scuffle, this guy got the bat 
and was scrambling up to get a swing at 
me. Luckily. I was on my feet first and 
before he could straighten up I caught him 
in the face, feeling the squashing of his 
nose on my knee. 

About that time I heard somebody yell 
my name and I whirled around just as 
something hard and cold grazed the side 
of my head, tearing the flesh. It was a guy 
with a pair of brass knuckles. I stumbled 
back out of his way, lost my balance on 
the curb and fell down. I could hear guys 
velling and women somewhere screaming. 
Then I felt this foot in my side, hard, then 
against my head again and again and then 
in the body. Then it quit. Somebody 


must have gotten him. Things went black 
for a minute. 

Finally, I opened my eyes again and 
started to raise up. Then I saw a fat guy 
swing a club at Mac. Mac ducked and 
made a quick jab to the guy’s stomach. Mac 
was good with that belly punch, I thought. 

Then I saw what had really happened. 
Mac stepped back with that crazy grin on 
his face, and I saw the fat boy good, his 
eyes wild and pleading, like he had seen 
something he didn’t believe. Then he shiv- 
ered like cold jelly and screamed at the 
top of his lungs, and I saw the handle of 
the switch-blade knife sticking out of his 
belly. He screamed twice more and 
crumpled to the sidewalk. 

Of all the yelling and shouting, that fat 
kid’s screams had come out high above all 
the rest, and everybody was looking at him 
lying there. 

We scrambled into the cars, all of us. 
I grabbed the wheel of one and we gunned 
it out of there. 

“That crazy Mac!” I shouted to Joey. 
“He’s always goofing it up. He’s the one 
who got us into this whole mess, and now 
he’s gone and killed a guy. He killed that 
fat kid, Joey, I know he did!” 

“Okay, okay,” Joey snapped. “We do 
like we did before, lay low and keep our 
traps shut. Get it? Lay low and keep our 
traps shut tight as cat guts. Maybe the 
guy isn’t dead.” 

Joey was wrong. That fat boy was as 
dead as you can get. It was in all the 
morning papers; pictures of the kid and 
his mother cryin’ and his father and broth- 
ers and sisters and everything. And the 
papers told all about the fight. 

That was one time laying low didn’t 
help. Tom Sullivan’s sister told the cops 
all about why the fight started, and pretty 
soon they had Mac and he broke his finger 
off pointing to the rest of us. And me, big, 
stupid me, drove one of the getaway cars! 
That’s how the cops pegged it. I didn’t 
drive the car over there and I wasn’t even 
thinking when I drove it away. I was just 
getting out of there. 

My old lady cried when the cops came 
to the house and got me, and my old man 
said I had disgraced the family. That’s 
a laugh. That whole family is a disgrace. 

As for me. well, I’ve done a year in this 
place, and I’ve got nine more to go. The 
judge made “examples” of all of us. Mac 
got life. I came in at sixteen and-I’ll go 
out at twenty-six. Most guys have covered 
a lot of ground by that time. been to col- 
lege, gotten good jobs and started families. 
But I'll just be starting from scratch; start- 
ing with two strikes against me as an 
ex-con. 

I’ve learned my lesson, sure. But it’s a 
shame you don’t learn until it’s too late. 


THE END 


Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 11) 


change her opinion of him. Cross your 
fingers and hope for the best! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 22 years old and in love with a 
Captain whom I met while he was in the 
United States Army. We fell in love and 
he said he loved me as much as I loved 
him. When he got discharged three months - 
ago he asked me to marry him. He has two 
children and he told me to go to Detroit 
and he would marry me there. However 
he hasn’t bought me a ring yet. He used 
to box before he went in the army and 
now he writes that he is training again 
and I will have to wait. How long. he 
doesn’t say. I love him very much, but 
must I wait or is he lying to me? I do 
believe him, but wonder, is he in Canton, 
Ohio? What do you think? 

Miss S. L. Darkwaters 


Dear Miss Darkwaters: 

If there is any doubt in your mind as to 
whether he plans to marry you, I suggest 
that you write him immediately and ask. 
Put your cards on the table and demand 
a few positive and definite answers. After 
all he has been evasive long enough and 
it is time for a showdown. If you have 
waited for three months without knowing 
what’s going on, I think it is about time 
for you to find out the truth. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married for ten years and 
am now contemplating divorce, although 
the idea frightens me to death. My husband 
is a traveling salesman and is seldom home 
longer than several days out of the month. 
We have no children but we do have a 
beautiful home. Unfortunately, the doctor 
told me earlier in our marriage that I would 
never be able to have children. 

I have suggested to my husband several 
times that we adopt a child but he is skep- 
tical of the idea, but I feel that something 
must be done or our marriage will go on 
the rocks. What techniques would you 
suggest that might help me? 

Mrs. Bertha Mae H. 
Dear Mrs. H.: 

Authorities on marriage problems claim 
that the first, third and tenth years of mar- 
riage are always the hardest ones. 

A good idea for you to think about is 
adopting a child. Husbands are often dis- 
gustingly ignorant of the legal red tape 
that adoption requires. More than likely 
your husband is scared to death and thinks 
he may possibly run the risk of adopting 
a little monster that would embarrass you 
both. However, if adoption is handled by 
a legitimate agency, there is little chance 
of a “mistake” being placed in your home. 
Get all your information together and have 
a talk with your husband showing him the 
advantages of adopting a child. I am sure 
that you can convince him and thereby 
save your marriage. 
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Sucker For Love (Continued from Page 35) 


out of my daydream the instant | heard the 
deep, well-modulated voice: 

“Whatsa matta, Beautiful? Never seen a 
chariot like this?” 

I looked quickly at the gloved hand rest- 
ing on mine. The fingers were long, taper- 
ing. My eyes slid across the well-starched, 
spotlessly white French cuff, decorated by 
a gold, bejeweled link, and up the sleeve 
of a chocolate-brown tweed sportscoat. The 
car door was ajar and Elton Kaye had 
slipped a leg to the ground and was tow- 
ering above me, his lanky six-foot frame 
uncoiling from behind the wheel like a 
tense, steel spring, I instinctively yanked 
my hand away. but his strong fingers 
clamped down on mine and I winced. 

“Whatsa matta, Baby, can’t you talk 

There was a roar of laughter from the 
students knotted around the car. 

“Dat chick ain’t never seen nuttin’ but 
the east end of a mule gone west, Chief.” 
chimed in a rat-faced youngster who was 
leaning with his elbow resting on the Con- 
tinental wheel. 

“Har. har, har,” laughed a fat, greasy- 
faced individual at my elbow. “Who evah 
heard of a queen who ain’t seen a Caddy. 
Man this child is really from the sticks— 
I saw ‘em piling outta that ole muddy 
wheel country bus across the street.” 

Elton pushed him back playfully and 
gripped my hand tighter as I tried to rip it 
from his. 

“You all mean to tell me this pretty 
thing came from the sticks?” 

He was out of the car now and was 
holding my hand aloft as he surveyed me 
from head to foot. 

In a fit of embarrassment, | tore my hand 
from his grasp, and without thinking swung 
back to hit him. 

My arm jerked to a quick halt before it 
reached his smirking face. Johnny was be- 
tween us, his powerful hands gathering 
Elton’s natty jacket at the throat. I heard 
his wheezy, high-pitched voice ordering 
Elton to apologize. 

Then, without warning, the fat, greasy- 
faced student reached out and with a swift. 
expertly-executed arc of the hand hit 
Johnny across the nape of the neck and 
sent him crumbling to the ground. 

I kneeled by Johnny’s dazed form and 
helped him as he weakly climbed to his 
feet. 

Elton was calmly brushing the wrinkles 
from his jacket and contemptuously frown- 
ing as he watched Johnny groggily rear- 
range his necktie. 

“Guess that'll teach you something, you 
big country bumpkin. Guess you know now 
not to mess wid the Chief. Ain’t nobody in 
this school big enough to mess wid the 
Chief—and that goes for the principal. 


” 
too! 


| tugged Johnny by the arm and we 
turned to make our way through the crowd 


9 ” 





of students towards the front entrance of 
the school. 

I had only walked one step when I saw 
the smug “high yaller” standing straddle- 
legged before me. I turned to edge around 
her but she edged over and put out her arm 
to restrain me. 

“Wait a minute, country girl,” she 
snarled, “just wait a minute, I got a few 
words for you.” 

I again started to pass and again she 
moved before me, jerking my arm in the 
process. 

“I said wait.” she fumed, both hands on 
her hips and her pretty face jutting into 
mine, “and when Carmel Jones says wait 
she means wait. I’m the queen bee in this 
hive, and when I say jump all you wenches 
jump!” 

Her attractive face was now contorted 
into a sinister mask of anger. I could see 
jealousy in her flaming eyes as she leaned 
even closer to me, pointed her well-mani- 
cured forefinger just inches from my nose, 
and hissed through clenched teeth: 

“Elton Kaye is my man, and I’m his 
woman—and I don’t allow any other 
woman to be messing around with him. 
hear?” 

I opened my mouth to utter a protest. 
to innocently tell her 1 wasn’t even inter- 
ested in Elton Kaye. But before I got the 
first word out she drowned my feeble effort 
with a shower of abuse. 

“Shut up, dammit, shut your hussy 
mouth before I shut it for you. I'll do the 
talking here. One more word from you 
and Ill mop up this street with your coun- 
try backside!” 

Then_I was no longer just a scared coun- 
try girl. I was no longer awed by the 
strange faces and the vast newness of the 
city. Instead, I was again a country per- 
son fighting to scratch a livelihood from 
the scrawny loam, as my ancestors had 
done before me. Again I was a human 
being fighting for the right to exist, hurting 
no one, and being hurt by no one. I was a 
country hell-cat—a mad woman beyond re- 
straint. With a wild, shrieking lunge I 
lashed out at the jutting face, my arms 
flailing with wild-cat fury. 

This time it was Johnny holding me. I! 
was still lashing, screaming and kicking 
when he pulled me back from Carmel, who 
had somehow managed to back clear of the 
fury of my assault, and led me into the 
school building as Carmel trailed along 
behind us hurling vehement threats. 

It didn’t take long for Carmel to bring 
our little feud to a head. In fact, it came 
with frightful suddenness as we filed from 
the gymnasium that very night after the 
school get-acquainted dance. 

Johnny and I were walking down the 
long corridor to the exit when one of my 
new classmates, Jane Dewell, ran breath- 
lessly up, shouting: 








“Milly, Milly. someone broke into our 
locker and threw all of our stuff out on the 
floor. Oh, Milly, this is terrible, we can’t 
afford new books and gym outfits. What're 
we gonna do?” the tears streamed down 
her dark-brown cheeks and she buried her 
head in my shoulder. 

I paused just briefly, looked at Johnny 
silently, then turned to go to the women’s 
locker room. Johnny’s arm held me back. 

“Don’t go, Milly! Don’t go in there. 
They'll gang you—it’s Carmel and her 
gang.” 

I pulled my arm away from his restrain- 
ing hand and again started walking to. 
wards the dressing room when Johnny 
again held me back: 

“Milly, Milly, don’t go in there. It’s 
wrong, they’ll start a fight and you’ll get in 
trouble—maybe even’ expelled from 
school.” 


I LISTENED QUIETLY, tears of anger 
welling up in my eyes. I could feel 
their hot rivulets flowing down my cheeks, 
Suddenly I wanted to run. and made a 
mad break for the locker room, but Johnny 
was too fast for me, heading me off just 
about 10 feet from the door. Now he had 
both hands on my shoulder. his soft, brown 
eyes were pleading as they searched mine: 
“Milly, Milly. come to your senses, 
C’mon. let’s go home. Be a lady and re- 
port the theft to the school officials in the 
morning.” He stopped. searching for 
words, then continued: 

“There’s a right and a wrong way to cope 
with a matter like this. Let’s be right. Be 
a lady, think of how Granny Burke would 
want you to be!” 

By now Johnny was steering me back 
down the hallway towards the exit. | 
stopped abruptly. tore my arm free of 
Johnny’s vice-like grasp and turned my 
pent-up anger upon him. I spoke the 
harsh, angry words of a thoroughly mixed- 
up woman: 

“Honor, chivalry, Grandma Burke, is 
that all you can think about, Johnny? Is 
that all you know? Is that all you can get 
out of that coward head of yours?” 

Johnny shrank back in amazement, his 
mouth ajar—his eyes not believing that 
this was Milly, the quiet farm girl he'd 
grown up with—and it wasn’t. 1 was now 
a grown woman—a mad woman deter- 
mined to defend her rights: 

“I'm tired of being pure, clean and right. 
Johnny! I’m tired of being holy and moral 
while the bad girls get the good things of 
life. I’m tired of Granny Burke’s wait- 
and-pray philosophy which has kept us 
hungry and poor all these years. I’m gonna 
find out some things for myself. I’m gonna 
stop listening and start fighting!” 

Johnny put his hand back on my shoul- 
der, this time more gingerly. He stam- 
mered when he spoke: 

“M-M-Milly, M-M-Milly, please listen to 
me. This is the last... .” 

“Yes. yes,” I interrupted, “always plead- 
ing and begging. You don’t have to tell 
me this is the last time you’re gonna beg 
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me to let you look out for me. I’m making 
it the last. I don’t need your pussy-footing, 
mealy-mouthed kind of protection. I want 
a boy friend who’s gonna stand up and 
fight.” 

I tore my arm away from Johnny’s hand, 
spun on my heels and strode angrily down 
the hall to the locker room. 

Inside, Carmel stood straddle-legged, her 
smart red pumps resting on my once-spot- 
lessly-white gym suit, which now lay dirty 
and disarranged among the clothes and 
books strewn about the floor in front of the 
locker. 

Around her was a cluster of the hard- 
faced girls who cheered her on as she 
abused me in the morning in front of the 
school. I paused at the end of the long 
rows of lockers—a sharp pang of loneli- 
ness and fear shot through me, only to be 
submerged in the new flood of anger that 
surged through me when she reached into 
the locker, pulled out one of the remaining 
textbooks and sent it flip-flapping against 
the wall of the locker room. I walked 
slowly down the aisle between the twin 
banks of steel lockers, strangely oblivious 
of the hostile eyes staring at me, strangely 
free of fear. All I could see was Carmel. 
her hands now resting on her compact, 
well-curved hips, which were covered by a 
short, tight-fitting red skirt. 

Her taunting voice came to me as if from 
a fog: 

“C'mon Miss Country Hell-cat, come 
right on down here and let me tame you!” 

The excited female chatter that filled the 
room as I walked in had ceased. The at- 
mosphere was still, charged, ominous— 
split only by the low-register, icy quality 
of Carmel’s voice: 

“C’mon you hayseed hussy, c’mon and 
let Queen Carmel knock some sense into 
your nappy head!” Carmel’s eyes were 
slitted and fired with jealousy, and she con- 
tinued talking in that low, husky voice: 

“You weren’t satisfied to come in here 
raising hell this morning, but you had the 
gall to come back in here tonight and dance 
with my man. I told you I don’t tolerate 
anyone flim-flamming around with my man, 
and I mean it. Hussy, you’ve played with 
Elton Kaye for the last time,” she shouted, 
and in one deft motion reached down under 
her skirt and pulled a switch-blade knife 
from the top of her stocking. I heard a 
shrill gasp of surprise go up from the girls 
crowded around her as she snapped the 
long, shiny blade into position and ad- 
vanced on me. 

I froze in my tracks and stood stupefied 
as she moved upon me like a crouching 
tigress—the blue steel of the exposed 
blade glistening in the dim light from the 
single overhead electric light bulb. 

From behind me, again like a voice from 
an endless void, I head someone scream: 

“The umbrella, use the umbrella!” 

I instinctively raised the umbrella I’d 
forgotten I was carrying and swung at the 
flashing blade, saw it flash again in the 
shadows and swung again, and again, and 


again. Then I was a screaming dervish, 

tearing flesh and cloth and hair with my 

naked hands—an animal possessed with 

a frightful fury it could no longer control. 

I was towering over the thoroughly 
beaten, sobbing form of Carmel when 
school guards and a couple of breathless 
teachers came running in, followed by Jane 
Dewell, Johnny and a stream of other 
students. 

The guard stooped, picked up the switch- 
blade, stained by the blood it drew as Car- 
mel’s deadly strokes nicked me, took me 
by the arm and led me towards the prin- 
cipal’s office. 

The crowd of hard-faced girls who’d 
backed Carmel when I walked into her 
carefully-baited trap parted reverently and 
looked at me in silent awe as we made a 
path through them. Then for the first time 
it dawned upon me that now I was queen— 
I was the most powerful woman in Sedg- 
wick High. I had won my right to the 
throne—I had gambled my very life on the 
right front seat in that big tomato-red con- 
vertible and won. I held the option on 
Elton Kaye, and I knew he was mine for 
the having—I knew by the way he held me 
close as we danced in the semi-twilight of 
the gymnasium just a few hours previously. 

The next day my path to Elton Kaye was 
cleared when the principal announced that 
on the strength of her numerous misde- 
meanors Carmel would be permanently ex- 
pelled from school and that I—simply be- 
cause I was a new student and obviously 
acted in self-defense — could continue 
studying on probation. 

That evening when I walked out the 
front door of the school Elton was waiting 
for me, calmly eyeing me from amid the 
knot of envious admirers who always gravi- 
tated to the point where he parked his red 
Cadillac convertible. 

Self-consciously I started to walk past 
Elton and his hangers-on when I heard him 
call: 

“Hey, Baby, hey, where you goin’.” 

I continued walking, refusing to look 
back, although my heart pounded with ex- 
citement, longing to turn around and take 
my rightful place in that powerful, red 
chariot. At the same time my head and 
my pride prevailed and warned me to keep 
walking. 

I was a block away from school when I 
heard the soft whirring of the motor in 
Elton’s car. Out of the corner of my eye 
I saw the big Cadillac hovering near the 
curb, its radio sending a soft love song 
wafting through the warm air. Again I 
heard Elton’s soft baritone voice calling: 

“Say, Baby, don’t you want to ride with 
me?” 

I stopped, my heart pounding madly, 
smiled, walked to the curb, and slipped 
into the soft comfort of the right front seat. 

“Pretty legs like those are for riding, 
not for walking,” smiled Elton, his white 
even teeth in sharp contrast to his smooth 
chocolate brown face. My head swayed 
softly backwards as the swift convertible 


swept from the curb and took us racing 

through the mid-afternoon traffic. 

Soon we were out in the open country, 
just as I’d dreamt . . . my face bare to 
the warm wild wind and the mighty Cadil- 
lac gobbling up the miles along the color- 
ful autumn countryside. I felt gay and 
happier than I'd ever felt in my life, lan- 
guidly stretching my body out on the seat 
and letting the warm sunlight caress the 
underside of my chin and seep with mel- 
low warmth into the throat of my deep- 
cut blouse. 
the top of the seat and sighed ecstatically 
into the bright blue September sky. 

I felt Elton’s strong arm looping around 
my waist, drawing me closer to him as his 
left arm expertly guided the zooming con- 
vertible around the gently sloping curves 
of the highway. 

We drove along for about 15 minutes in 
silence—our minds atune in a silent com- 
munion of happiness. Then Elton spoke: 

“Why have you fought me, Millie? Why 
have you been so stand-offish and hard to 
talk to?” 

I pondered his question briefly, then, 
still with some uncertainty, answered: 

“T guess I was afraid of you—besides I 
just didn’t know you, and where I come 
from we just don’t warm up to strangers 
fast.” 

Besides, I thought, there was Carmel: 

“What about Carmel?” I asked. 

Elton was silent, his intense eyes fol- 
lowing the sweep of the highway, then he 
spoke, slowly and thoughtfully: 

“To tell you the truth, Baby, Carmel 
was all sex and fire—a combination of 
qualities in a woman I thought was unbeat- 
able until I saw you for the first time yes- 
terday morning. I guess I should say Car- 
men was the best of a bad lot, but,” he 
shook his head in a gesture of futility, 
“that’s of the past, let’s speak of now.” He 
turned his head towards me, smiled and 
quickly touched his lips to my forehead. 
“Let’s speak of us, Baby.” 

“What’s to be said,” I asked quickly. 
“T think it’s pretty obvious that I’m not 
your type. I’m a country girl, Elton. I’m 
corny, poor—look at my feet, look at these 
plain clothes. I can’t give you what Car- 
mel gave you.” 

“Maybe I don’t want what Carmel gave 
me any longer, Baby. Maybe I want some- 
thing more solid, someone with more class 
and intelligence. You proved to everyone 
last night that Carmel was no match for 
you any way you want to look at it. You 
have a lot more than Carmel ever had, 
Baby, look at those pretty gams.” He mis- 
chievously ran his eyes across my bare, 

exposed knees and I quickly reached down 
to pull my skirt across the naked limbs. 

“Boy, when we get those babies in some 
51-gauge nylons and that fine brown frame 
in some classy duds, you'll make them all 
stand up and take notice.” 

We both laughed. 

“Where do you expect me to get things 
like that, Elton? I’m just a poor country 
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I tossed my head back over - 

















girl and I don’t have money to buy clothes 
with—besides, I’m quite satisfied with what 
I have. My granny sent me here for an 
education. I don’t want to be a mob leader. 
I only want to be respectable, and to get 
an education.” 

“But, Milly, I love you—can’t you see I 
love you and can’t help myself? Can’t you 
see how much I want to help you? Don’t 
you understand I want to buy the things 
you need?” 


AS HE TALKED Elton had brought the 
“* car to a screeching stop on the shoulder 
of the highway. He was half-turned in his 
seat, pleading: 

“I’ve never wanted another girl like I 
want you, Milly. You’ll have to be mine. 
I'll give you anything you want.” 

“T don’t want you to give me anything. 
Elton. I must earn anything I get. I’ve 
been taught that we get in this life the 
things we work for. Besides. Elton, where 
are you going to get the money? Why is 
it you can have a car like this and so much 
money to spend on girls? How do you 
do it?” 

Elton looked at me closely, a surprised 
expression on his face. 

“Don’t you know, Baby. didn’t they tell 
you my dad runs the biggest Negro busi- 
ness in this part of the state? Haven’t you 
heard of Elton Kaye’s hotel-restaurant- 
tavern?” 

“Anyhow, Baby. since you’re so inde- 
pendent, and since you must earn your 
way, I’m gonna ask pop to give you a job. 
I'm gonna ask him to give you the res- 
taurant cashier’s job Carmel used to have. 
You'll like it, Milly, you’ll only have to 
work about four hours after school—dur- 
ing the evening-rush hours. I help manage 
the restaurant.” 

“Oh, Elton,” I shouted, elated with the 
prospect of landing such a good job, “this 
is wonderful, I’d love that.” Then I was in 
Elton’s arms, excitedly returning the pas- 
sionate kisses he showered upon me. 

I got the job, and after a series of 
weekend trips to Memphis—the nearest 
big city—was transformed from a diamond 
in the rough to a poised fashion plate, who 
appeared, and acted, years older than my 
tender teens. I was the most-talked about 
girl in town. 

I was six years out of high school, with 
a slick Cadillac convertible of my own, a 
swank suite—conveniently adjoining El- 
ton’s in the hotel—and the head cashier’s 
job in the money-making Kaye Lounge 
when the bubble burst and my fairyland 
dream world collapsed. 

It was on a dark rainy night and Elton 
had just returned from one of his long, 
weekend business trips to Los Angeles. He 
had just entered the lounge and leaned 
into the cashier’s cage to kiss me when 
three customers—newcomers who had been 
frequenting the bar for about three weeks 

converged on us, flashed FBI credentials 
and took us both to the County Jail. 

Next day the headlines were big and 


50 


ugly, stretched above enlarged pictures of 

Elton and myself. 

VICE KING AND QUEEN NABBED IN 
DOPE RAID 

The sensational and sord#d-details went 
on to tell of how Elton, “whem they de- 
scribed as “a suave young~ professional 
gambler,” was a key..map_in a-million- 
dollar dope ring, and of how he peddled 
his deadly trade indiscriminately among 
high school kids and grewn-ups alike. | 
was implicated as his partner in crime and 
bedroom ‘consort.’ Inside the paper were 
elaborate diagrams showing ingeniously 
hidden compartments in Elton’s new Cadil- 
lac, where he carried the narcotics. 

I read page after page of the cruel. 
heartless story, realizing more and more 
as I read how calloused I had become in 
the years that had passed since I first fell 
in love with Elton Kaye. As the paper 
fell to the floor I felt naked and alone in 
the jail cell—naked, alone and afraid. 

Why hadn’t I known? Why hadn’t Elton 
told me he was dealing in narcotics? Why 
had he gotten me tangled up in this dan- 
gerous traffic: Bitter anguished thoughts 
raced through my mind, and for the first 
time in six years I found myself longing 
for the fresh clean air of Granny Burke’s 
tidy little farm. I found a deep yearning 
for Granny’s steadying hand on my head. 
I wanted to hear the Bible-steeped philos- 
ophy with which she had guided the days 
of my youth. I wanted a true, simple friend 
like Johnny—a friend I would know [| 
could trust. 

I finally knew I was through with Cadil- 
lacs, fine clothes and the riotous good times 
for which I was trading my youth, my 
beauty and my soul. I was sick of the 
slick. conniving, dog-eat-dog;- money-lust- 
ing world into which Elton Kaye had en- 
ticed me—I wanted to be free, honest, and 
at peace with the world. Bitter chagrin 
overcame me and I fell screaming onto the 
jail cot. 

It wasn’t long until the peopte I had hurt 
most in my climb to the top came to my 
rescue. 

I sobbed unashamedly when two days 
later they led me from the cell to the ser- 
geant’s desk, where Granny Burke, her 
body bent by years of hard work and her 
aged brown face creased with worry, pain- 
fully counted out—with gnarled, bony fin- 
gers—the small bills she had scrounged to 
go my bail. 

Soon we were back on the bus, going 
back to the country I had vainly forsaken 
for the bright lights and the wild life of 
the city—riding a rickety “bus and never 
once missing the speed and comfort of E]- 
ton’s expensive Cadillacs. 

Back at the farmhouse Granny Burke 
told of how she’d prayed constantly for my 
return. Through tears she told of how her 
fervent prayers for my salvation had been 
answered. Then she told af-writing to New 
York and asking Johnny-Wright to come 
home and plead my case-before the county 
grand jury: 


“You knows Johnny’s one of dem smart— 
city lawyers now, don’t you? His mom 
say he finish at the top of his class at one 
of dem big white folks universities.” 

“But, Granny,” I protested, “Granny, do 
you think he’ll come way down here just 
to fight for me? I don’t deserve it, Gran. 
ny, I’ve been so unkind to Johnny, I can 
never face him again.” 

“Oh, nonsense, child,” she snapped back, 
“Johnny’s a gentleman. He’s forgotten al] 
that child’s play. I don’t think Johnny’]] 
come down here to fight for you, I knows 
he will, ’cause he tole me on de phone 
ovah at his mom’s farm—he said he catch | 
the next train.” 

It was a different kind of a Johnny who 
came into court the opening day of the 
trial. It was a fighting Johnny, using al] 
his legal craft and know-how to defend a 
client he sincerely believed was wronged; 
to help incriminate an adversary who had 
taken undue advantage of him years be. 
fore, and to save an undeserving soul who 
had already denied him many times. 

Johnny stood before the jury, dapper 
and well-groomed in a slate-grey nylon 
summer suit. His well-formed body had 
lost none of the rugged qualities it had ac- 
quired from long years of tilling the soil. 
Johnny was no longer the shriveling, 
mealy-mouthed “bumpkin” I denounced 
that night in the school hallway. 

He stood bold, straight and proud in the 
courtroom. When he fired his legal broad- 
sides at Elton, his eyes flashed with a 
hatred he couldn’t subdue. When he ad- 
dressed the judge, it was with professional 
reverence. The jury was silent, attentive 
before his emphatic gestures as he drove 
home point after point. 

And when Johnny looked at me, I had 
the peculiar feeling that he was pursuing 
his case for even higher stakes. Yes, | 
couldn’t force myself to believe that Johnny 
—the successful big city lawyer—was still 
carrying a childhood crush for a country 
girl, a country girl who had made a fool 
of him. 

With the skill of a swordsman warding 
off the thrusts-of a dangerous opponent. 
Johnny tore down indictment after indict- 
ment against me, carefully reminding the 
jury that my crime association with Elton 
was purely circumstantial — artfully de 
fending his client while facing the in- 
evitable: Elton was guilty beyond doubt 
and was destined to pay for his crimes. 

As Johnny bared my very soul to the 
jury, all the anguish, guilt and shame I had 
held in check during my six-year associa- 
tion with Elton came showering down upon 
me. I broke into uncontrolled sobbing as 
he outlined to them the things he’d tried so 
hopelessly to warn me against that fateful 
night at Sedgwick High. 

“This woman is not a criminal,” Johnny~ 
told them as he tenderly touched my heay- 
ing shoulder with his hand. “She’s just a 
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simple country- girl who’s been taken ad 
vantage of and led astray. Her only crime 
—if crime you’H-call it—has been a“lack 
of discretion, growing out of an opportun- 
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ity she misunderstood to be a golden one. 

“Who tells a simple country girl who’s 
felt the pangs of poverty and the weight 
of hardship the paths to follow in her first 
experience with the big city? How can 
you convince a girl who’s never ridden any- 
thing bigger than a mule-cart that she 
mustn’t be flabbergasted by a tomato-red 
Cadillac convertible? How can a bare- 
footed gizl in calico say no to a smooth- 
talking slicker who offers her fine silks and 
dazzling jewels?” 

Johnny talked on, emphatically show- 
ing how Elton schemed, connived, lied. 
cheated and stole to keep me happy. And 
of how I went along with the program, 
committing nasty little selfish acts now 
and then to zealously guard what I erro- 
neously considered my rightfully-earned 
station in life. 

“I stood helplessly by,” Johnny charged. 
his eyes flashing as he pointed a shaking 
finger into Elton’s face, “and watched this 
scheming jackal plot the fight that almost 
got this innocent girl expelled from school. 
Then I watched him move in like a vulture 
on this helpless, frustrated girl and set her 
up for his grandiose scheme of possession.” 

Johnny then bared his surprisingly ex- 
tensive knowledge of Elton’s narcotics 
operations. 

“I saw him send his own friends and 
classmates down the road to degradation. 
I saw him spurn them when they were 
broke, groveling physical wrecks begging 
for another shot of cocaine. I saw him turn 
his back on them when they ran afoul of 
the law while desperately trying to steal 
money to maintain their insatiable habit.” 

Johnny paused. walked back from the 
jury box to a point near my seat. 

“It’s only by the miraculous grace of 
God.” he declared, “that somehow this 
woman was spared that dastardly fate. It is 
only by the grace of God and the incessant 
prayers of her heartbroken grandmother 
that this girl is here to beg forgiveness of 
society.” 


DAMP-EYED JURY 
“4 wind up his argument: 

“Milly Burke’s undoing is our undoing 
—yes, the undoing of all of us individually. 
Milly Burke’s wrongs are the wrongs of 
her elders, who left her alone to shift for 
herself. Those who were close to her were 
unlettered and incapable of coping with 
the problems confronting her. Those who 
were capable and powerful, never allowed 
themselves to get close enough to Milly 
Burke to know her problems. much less 
understand and help her solve them.” 

With his characteristic, athletic step, 
Johnny strode back to the front of the jury 
box, paused dramatically, then uttered his 
final statement: 

“Ladies and gentlemen of the grand 
jury. There is not an ounce of doubt with- 
in my being that Milly Burke has al- 
ready paid her debt to society in repent- 
ance and remorse; that she has already 
dedicated the fruitful days ahead to the 
good life—determined to help guide her 
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MAGNIFICENT HAIR 


New Sulfur-8 Works 
‘Miracles’ Both Ways 


Millions now know that something wonder- 
ful happens when you rub the new, improved 
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HAIR TOO SHORT? 
When brittle-dry 
strands keep crack- 
ing off, and frizzy 
split ends make it 
look even shorter, 
that new penetrating sulfur-lanolin 
formula of improved Sulfur-8 helps 
to redeem the glory of your hair. 

NEW SCIENTIFIC MEDICATION, 
Sulfur-8 now has great extra power 
to fight those bad germs that often 
aggravate surface scalp problems. 
Your scalp trouble itching is quickly 
relieved, and the ugly dandruff flakes 
just disappear. 
ONLY Sulfur-8 has 
that advanced medi- 
cated formula with 
the rare new scien- 
tific super-sulfur. 








YOUR SCALP IS AWAKENED 
by the new vitalizing stimu- 
lation, to feel more alive and 
healthy. It’s great to see how 
your scalp thrives on the new 





A GORGEOUS 
HEAD OF HAIR 


Soft and Lustrous; Looking 
So Rich, Healthy and Long 


No matter how short and measly 
your poor parched hair now seems, 
notice how soon it begins to reveal 
that true, full natural length—silky- 
smooth and lovely—when you give 
the great new improved Sulfur-8 
formula a chance to.do its good work. 


A MARVELOUS DIFFERENCE! 


It’s thrilling to see how Sulfur-8 
brings out that glorious new hair 
beauty, with soft radiance and 
longer, healthier, richer appearance. 








GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. 





may be using mysterious 
charms? This is your c 

learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN, 
10-DAY TRItAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only. $2 plus postage = your 
postman. we? os $2 with order to save C.O.D. and post- 
age.) Use for days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be Rd than delighted or your'‘money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-H, New York 16 









the cool, clean freshness of a 
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send coupon to MU-COL Co., 
Dept. T-86, Buffalo 3, N. Y. 
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Try this new amazing scientific g : 
home method to ADD SHAPELY © * ~~ 
CURVES at ankles, calves, thighs, 


Skinny legs rob the rest of your figure 
of attractiveness! Now at last you too 
can try to help yourself improve under- 
developed legs, due to normal causes, 
and fill out any part of your legs you 
wish, or your legs all over as many 
women have by following 
this new scientific method, 

fell-known authority on 
legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested 
and proven scientific course 
—only 15 minutes a day— 
in the privacy of your home! 
Contains step-by-step illus- 
trations of the easy SCIEN- 
TIFIC LEG technique with 
simple instructions: gaining 
shapely, stronger legs, im- 
proving skin color and cir- 
culation of legs. 


Send No Money! 
FREE 10-Day Trial! 


For the ‘ ‘Shapely Legs Home 
Method,”’ just deposit $1.98 
plus postage with postman 
on delivery (in plain wrap- 
per). Or send only $1.98 
with order and we pay post- 
age. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or return course for money 
back. 
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children, your children, and my children 
safely past the pitfalls of iniquity. I leave 
her future within your capable hands.” 

The courtroom was silent when Johnny 
quietly returned to his seat by my side, 
confidently squeezing my hand as he sat 
down. I buried my head in Granny Burke’s 
shoulder, still crying bitterly. Crying tears 
of hate for my folly and my long and 
sightless infatuation with Elton Kaye, his 
fine clothes and big cars. I was feeling a 
real sense of belonging for the first time 
in niy life. I was falling in love with John- 
ny, and hoping that maybe he could find a 
little place in his heart for me. I was tear- 
fully hoping that I wasn’t too late. 


The jury filed back into the courtroom, 
and when the foreman announced that 
they saw no reason to indict me, I forgot 
my inhibitions and embraced Johnny with 
a big bear hug: 

“Thank you, Johnny, thank you,” I mut- 
tered. “Why have you done all of this for 
me? Why have you fought so hard and so 
brilliantly for someone you know isn’t 
worth it?” 

“T had to fight,” answered Johnny, and 
his voice cracked for the first time: 

“T...I1... had to come back home 


and fight for the woman I love!” 
THE END 





Rebel Heart 


the three of us were working in the inside 
office that Howard called. Mr. Caldwell 
picked up the phone, then handed it to me. 

*How’s the new job?” Howard asked. 

“All right,” I said noncommittally. “Why 
not give me a ring this evening. I’m sort 
of busy right now.” 

Howard’s booming laugh floated over the 
wire. “I get it! The boss is looking down 
your throat, huh?” 

“Something like that,” I replied. “Good- 
bye now.” 

I caught Mr. Caldwell’s eyes on me as I 
hung up. 

“Your boy friend?” he asked. 

“A friend,” I explained. “I’ve known 
Howard for ages. He worries about me as 
if I were his kid sister.” 

But I didn’t tell him that Howard had 
been in love with me for as long as I’d 
known him. I liked him, but never once 
had I lured him into making a pass at me 
as I had so many other men. Howard was 
nice-looking, enjoyable to be with, and 
swell company, but our relationship was 
strictly platonic. Perhaps that was why 
our friendship had lasted so long. 

That evening, instead of telephoning, 
Howard dropped into my place. I fixed din- 
ner for the two of us, and as we sat down 
at the table, Howard’s lean, clean-shaven 
face wore a puzzled expression. 

“This is perfect, Harriet,” he said. “Why 
an’t we make it official?” 

I refilled his wine glass and smiled 
across the table at him. “It is official, 
darling. You know how much I look for- 
ward to your visits.” 

“That’s not what I mean, and you know 
it!” he reproved in a mild tone. “Sure, you 
like for me to come over, but only to talk 
about the boss you happen to be working 
for at the time. What’s this new fellow 
like?” 

“Oh, he’s nice,” I said, eager to talk to 
someone about Dean Caldwell, and sud- 
lenly wondering if he were married. I 

ide a mental note to find out the next 
day. Howard was right; he was the one 
person I could talk to freely. There was a 
bond of friendship between us that was 
more satisfying than the more intimate re- 
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(Continued from Page 27) 


lationships I’d plunged into with so many 
other men. 

Howard lit a cigarette and leaned back 
in his chair as I told him about my first 
day at work. After I’d described Dean 
Caldwell to him, told him about the dis- 
tinguished appearance he presented with 
neat mustache and slightly grayed temples, 
Howard pursed his lips in thought. 

“That’s funny,” he observed at last. 
“This Caldwell guy sounds exactly like 
Simms and all the other men you've 
worked for, Harriet.” 

I laughed. “That’s because businessmen 
all fit into the same pattern.” 

“Then maybe I’d better go into busi- 
ness,” he said with a wry smile. “I couldn’t 
do any worse with you, and from the way 
you idolize your bosses, I’d be doing a lot 
better!” 

I got up and went around in back of his 
chair. I put my arms around his neck and 
leaned my cheek against his. 

“You’re not the type, Howie,” I said. 

“What type am I?” His voice was 
husky with emotion. 

My lips traced the clean, strong line of 
his jaw. “You’re exactly the way I want 
you to be... a good friend,” I whispered, 
“Don’t spoil it.” 

He turned and pulled me around into 
his lap. “Howie!” I squealed. “You're 
mussing my hair!” But he ignored my 
laughing protests. My arms were still 
around his neck and his trembling hands 
tightened around my waist and pulled me 
hard against him. A warm glow spread 
outward from the hot lump of passion that 
glowed somewhere in the region of my 
heart. Without speaking, and with a kind 
of desperation, our lips fused into a deep, 
searching kiss. I felt myself slipping .. . 
slipping . . . and I knew that in another 
moment it would be too late to retreat. 

I clamped my lips shut and squirmed 
out of Howard’s embrace. With an ago- 
nized groan he reached out after me; but 
I was safely on the other side of the table. 
“More wine?” I asked shakily. 

“Do you know what you’re doing to me, 
Harriet?” he asked in a tortured voice. 


I kept my eyes lowered. “I’m sorry, 
Howard .. .” 

His goodbye was cool, and even the note 
of finality he gave it failed to bring an 
apology or explanation to my lips. I liked 
Howard; I wouldn’t for the world have 
deliberately hurt him, yet there was some. 
thing within me that made me withdraw 
from his comforting embrace, even though 
part of me yearned to give myself to him, 
And yet, with other men... 

Howard had mentioned Larry Simms, 
the lawyer I’d worked for until a few 
weeks ago. Larry was a tall, dignified at. 
torney who had gained quite a reputation 
for his success with criminal cases. Like 
Dean Caldwell, he was 40-ish and took a 
fatherly interest in me soon after I went 
to work for him typing briefs. He was so 
thoughtful and kind that I was instantly 
drawn to him. Still, I wasn’t aware that 
my feelings went any deeper than friend. 
ship and admiration until the holiday 
Larry asked me to work. 


ig WAS WASHINGTON’S birthday, | 

remember, and while everyone else in 
the office was starting out on a long week. 
end, I was down at the office typing up 
“The State vs John Phillips.” It was a very 
important case, Larry had said, looking at 
me in that way of his that sent little chills 
up and down my spine. It was only a two- 
hour job, but I would gladly have stayed 
all day for a rewarding smile from Larry 
Simms. 

My boss walked in just as I was finishing 
up. I’'d never seen him looking so happy 
and excited before. He told me he had just 
located a witness whose testimony would 
blow the Phillips case wide open and re- 
sult in an acquittal. Larry had been cele- 
brating; I got a whiff of expensive Scotch 
when he stopped to pat me on the shoulder 
as he went into his private office. I put the 
brief I had typed into its folder and cleared 
off my desk. Then I hurriedly got my things 
together and as I bent over to straighten 
the seams of my stockings, Larry walked 
up behind me. 

“Sorry to have spoiled your holiday, 
Harriet,” he said, “but I'll make it up to 
you on your next pay check.” 

“Thanks, Mr. Simms. I can always use 
a little extra money.” 

“And I can use another drink. How 
about joining me?” He insisted, so I fol- 
lowed him into his office. It was a fabulous 
set-up, with modern leather-covered furni- 
ture and all the comforts of home, includ- 
ing a small built-in bar. He poured me 
some Scotch and said, “No date today? 
I would have thought you’d be dashing out 
of here to make up for lost time.” 

I thought about Howard and the tenta- 
tive agreement we had to take in a base 
ball game, but I assured Larry that I was 
free as a bird. “Then sit down and make 
yourself comfortable,” he said, patting the 
sofa. I sat down next to him and we chat- 
ted for a while. Somehow, the conversation 
got around to men, women and love. I hap- 
pened to glance up at Larry and saw 4 
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peculiar look in his eyes. He reached over 
and took the glass from my hand. 

“You know, you’re a very exciting wom- 
an, Harriet,” he said softly. “You make a 
man want to...” 

He grasped my hand and pulled me 
towards him. My mouth went dry, and 
when I tried to speak my heart was in my 
throat blocking the words. I shook my 
head miserably. No! I'd never given him 
any reason to think I'd welcome his ad- 
vances—or had I? I tried to pull away, but 
it was no use. Suddenly I realized I did 
want him to kiss me! I wanted to feel his 
arms around me... wanted to surrender 
to his ardent embraces . . . I made one last 
effort to control the emotions that raged 
within me, tried to remember that I was 
practically engaged to Howard and that 
even now he was probably ringing the 
doorbell of my apartment. When he found 
me not there he’d probably call the office. 

But passion drowned out the voice of 
reason. I tried to tell myself that Larry 
was old enough to be my father . . . only 
there was nothing fatherly about the fierce 
kisses he crushed against my lips. I remem- 
ber hearing the phone ring ... and ring 
7. .and ring... 

It seemed strange returning to the office 
after that weekend. I deliberately avoided 
Larry, although I saw him looking at me 
several times with a smug expression on his 
face. I_kept wondering whether the others 
in the office were aware of what had hap- 
pened between Larry and me. A sense of 
shame swept over me every time one of the 
girls spoke to me, but strangely enough I 
felt no emotion whatever as far as Larry 
was concerned. I had worked there for six 
months, and for six months he had paid no 
attention to me. Now that he had noticed 
me, my interest in him was gone. I phoned 
in my resignation the next morning. 

Now, with my first day on the new job 
behind me, it seemed the same thing was 
happening all over again. Was there some- 
thing wrong with me? I seemed to be 
trapped in a crazy pattern of mixed-up 
emotions. The men to whom I was irresist- 
ibly drawn were all much older than [,. 
though undeniably attractive, but were cer- 
tainly not the type with whom I could form 
any sort of permanent attachment. On the 
other hand, Howard, who had everything 
to offer me, did not have the same appeal. 

I had read somewhere that a person’s 
childhood is responsible for his actions and 
attitudes as an adult. And as I lay in bed 
that night, my thoughts went back to my 
dimly-remembered past. I had been happy 
as a child, even though I knew from what 
my parents said that my father had wanted 
ason. Mom seemed to share Dad’s disap- 
pointment so strongly that she took her 
Tesentment out on me. When I was seven 
years old, my brother was born and I was 
suddenly no longer the center of family 
attention. 

My dislike for the squirming, bawling 
baby grew until I used to pinch him when- 
ever I thought no one was watching. Once 
Mom caught me and whaled me good, then 
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shut me up in a closet. When Dad came 
home he let me out, but sternly warned me 
that he could never love a little girl who 
didn’t love her baby brother. 

After that, I literally smothered Billy 
with affection, especially when I knew 
Mom or Dad was watching. One night, my 


parents had a big fight, and the next morn- . 


ing Dad was gone. I was about 10 at the 
time and I refused to accept the fact that 
he was never coming back. Things grew 
steadily worse between Mom and me and 
we fought bitterly. When I was old enough 
to go out with boys, she tried to stop me, 
and even though I never stayed out late 
she’d always fuss at me. I'd argue right 
back at her, blaming her for chasing Dad 
away and complaining that Billy was her 
pet. 

One Saturday night I went to a dance, 
slipping out of the house because my 
mother had strictly forbidden me to go. It 
was very late when I got back home. The 
door was locked and Mom yelled out that 
I was no longer her daughter. Since I pre- 
ferred to run the streets, she said, I could 
stay out in the street. 

I was barely 17 then and terrified at the 
prospect of being thrown out into the 
world on my own. I picked up the suitcase 
Mom had tossed out the door and huddled 
in a deserted hallway in the next block, 
not knowing which way to turn. But luck 
was with me. Mr. Rollins, our insurance 
agent, happened to pass by and saw me. 
He was a kindly man, with two daughters 
of his own, and when he heard my story 
he offered to take me in. When‘he learned 
that I had studied typing and filing in 
school, he helped me get a job at the insur- 
ance agency where he worked. I lived hap- 
pily with the Rollins family until I was 21 
and ready to go out on my own. 

I finally dozed off to sleep, no closer to 
the answer to the riddle of my personality. 

I didn’t see Howard until the following 
week. Several times I started to call him, 
then changed my mind. Meanwhile I went 
on with my work at the office, wondering 
how long it would be before Dean Caldwell 
would turn out like all the others. Finally, 
Howard dropped around one evening. I 
was in the midst «f some work Id brought 
home from the office, but I gladly put it 
aside when he arrived. 

“How’s Dad?” he asked me, and from 
the mischievous grin on his face I knew he 
meant Dean. 

“You talk as if he were an old man hob- 
bling around on crutches!” I retorted “He 
happens to be an amateur tennis cham- 
pion.” 

“He’s old enough to be your father,” 
Howard insisted, following me into the 
kitchen to watch me make coffee. 

“G49” 

He shrugged. “So nothing. That’s the 
ype you go for, anyway. I’m just curious 

y long it'll take you to fall in love with 


him, too.” 

“Too?” I didn’t trust myself to look at 
him. Had he found out something about 
Larry Simms? 
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Howard picked an apple out of the fruit 
basket and munched it. “Yeah. I did some 
plain and fancy thinking lately and I think 
I’ve got you pegged. You're one of those 
women who go for men who remind them 
of their fathers.” 

“So you’re a psychiatrist now!” I said 
icily. 

“Nope. But I read a book,” Howard said. 
“Tt said that some women keep looking for 
a father-substitute, subconsciously seeking 
for the affection of their father.” 

I slammed a cup and saucer down on 
the table in front of him. I had no idea 
what he was talking about, but his words 
stirred some vague response in the back of 
my brain. “Now that you’ve made your di- 
agnosis, doctor, have you figured out a 
cure?” [| said sarcastically. 

His tone was light and bantering but I 
could tell by his eyes that he was serious 
when he answered. “Sure, I’m ready to sac- 
rifice myself for the cause of science. All 
you have to do is marry me.” 

I laughed shortly. “As simple as that?” 

He caught my hands and said fiercely, 
“Baby, I'll give you so much loving your 
subconscious won’t get to first base!” 

A warm glow flooded through me at the 
way his adoring eyes caressed my face. 
Why can’t I love him? I asked myself as I 
offered my lips for his kiss. It was surpris- 
ingly soft and tender. 

“Marry me, Harriet.” he whispered. his 
mouth against my neck. “Your job will be 
over in a few days and we’ll put an end 
to all this foolishness. You’re a big girl 
now. You need a husband, not a father!” 

Howard’s words seemed to shrivel me 
up inside. I wanted desperately to lose 
myself in his arms and forget about all 
Larry Simms, Dean Caldwell and every 
other man. But at the same time something 
held me back. All I could say was, “I'll 
think about it, Howard. I promise .. .” 


N THE NIGHT OF the income tax 

deadline we didn’t finish up at the of- 
fice until 11:30 and Dean insisted on driv- 
ing me home. He parked in front of the 
apartment, but when he made no move to 
open the door for me, I held my breath 
expectantly. 

“You’ve been a real help, Harriet,” he 
told me. “I wish I could afford to keep you 
on.” 

“You’re a wonderful boss,” I said, “but 
maybe it’s better this way.” 

“T'll miss you— and that dimple at the 
corner of your mouth,” he said, turning to 
face me. 

“J— I think I’d better go in.” 

“You know, I’ve had an urge to kiss it 
ever since the day you walked into the 
office.” 

My heart started its wild pounding and 
my knees had a queer, shivery feeling as 
he moved closer to me. “No, Dean... 
please!” 

The words were muffled 
searching lips. My head whirled and | 
went limp in his embrace. Time and reality 


against his 


were washed away in a swift, blinding rush 
of emotion, and I was clinging to him, re. 
sponding to his hungry kisses. A sense of 
power flooded over me as his husky voice 
pleaded... 

Somehow, I found the strength to pull 
away. “Tomorrow,” I whispered, “tomor. 
VW see 

At eight o’clock the next night Dean 
rang my doorbell. An embarrassed smile 
crossed his face when he saw me. “I want 
to talk to you,” he began. “It’s about what 
happened in the car last night.” 

He took my hands and led me to the 
sofa. His eyes were pain-filled as he seemed 
to grope for words. “How does a guy apol- 
ogize for acting like a heel?” he asked at 
last. 

I smiled. “I don’t know. First, show me 
the heel.” 

“No, I’m serious,” he said soberly, 
“After all, the way I took advantage of—” 

I arched my eyebrows. “Didn’t you like 
kissing me?” 

“Of course! I mean, no! I don’t know 
what I mean,” he said, shaking his head, 
“Tt should never have happened. I don’t 
know what got into me.” 

“You don’t mean that,” I said, slipping 
my arms around his neck. Just then, the 
doorbell rang. Dean pushed me away guilt 
ily, but I smiled and whispered, “Let’s pre. 
tend we don’t hear it.” 

The bell rang again, more urgently. 
Then I heard Howard’s voice calling me. 
He must have seen the light in my window. 
There was nothing to do but let him in. 
Dean moved discreetly to another part of 
the room. 

“Are you all right? Is anything wrong?” 
Howard demanded. pushing past me into 
the apartment. “I saw the light and—” He 
stopped short as he spied Dean, then 
backed away uncertainly. “Well, I guess I 
picked the wrong time to come busting in 
like this.” 

“T was just leaving,” Dean said in an 
apologetic tone. He picked up his hat and 
started for the door. 

“No, Dean! Don’t go!” I called to him. 

“I’m sorry, Harriet. Goodbye.” And the 
next moment he was gone. 

I swung around to Howard. “Well, | 
hope youre satisfied!” I flared. 

“T didn’t mean to intrude,” he said 
lamely. 

“Well, you did!” I snapped. “And now. 
I'll thank you to leave.” 

“Well pardon me for breathing!” he 
yelled back. “I thought I was doing you a 
favor by—” 

“Doing me a favor?” I retorted. “Why 
don’t you quit kidding yourself? You're 
jealous because Dean is in love with me.” 

He looked shocked. “Dean Caldwell is 4 
married man—happily married, from all 
I’ve heard. Don’t tell me you’d stoop to 
being a cheap little home-wrecker who— 

I didn’t let him finish. “Get out! Get 
out of here!” I screamed. 

When I tried to get Dean at the office 
the next day, he was out. But I noted that 
a new girl answered the phone. I called 
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several times before I finally got him. Of 
course. he was very gallant and very proper 
over the telephone. He made no mention 
of anything personal, so I reminded him of 
the way he had kissed me in the car that 
night. 

“Harriet . . . I think it would be better 
all around if you forgot that ever hap- 
pened.” he said uncomfortably. 

“You're just saying that because of 


Howard.” 
“He looked like a fine young man, Har- 
riet.” 


“But I don’t love him,” I said. 

There was a pause, then Dean said, “I’ve 
got to hang up now. I’ve got a call on the 
other line. But one thing you must under- 
stand . . . I yielded to an impulse and 
kissed you. That was all that happened. 
Why try to build it up into something 
else?” 

“Because you liked it just as much as I 
did.” I replied confidently. “You don’t 
have to pretend with me, darling.” 

“I'm hanging up now,” he said curtly. 
“You simply refuse to understand.” 

I didn’t feel badly when he cut the con- 
versation short. I was positive that he was 
holding back only because he was too kind- 
hearted to hurt his wife. I was confident 
that once we were alone togther, I could 
make him see things my way. 

Even when I failed to hear from Dean 
the next day or the next, I convinced my- 
self that it was only because of his moral 
scruples. Larry had found me irresistible 

. why should Dean be any different? I 
asked myself. 

Finally. I decided I would wait no longer. 
If he didn’t come to me, I would go to him. 
My plan was simple. I would go down to 
Dean’s office and see him. Then he couldn’t 
put me off with excuses, and holding me in 
his arms again would prove to him that 
nothing else mattered. So I waited until 
almost five o’clock that Monday evening, 
figuring that I would find him alone in the 
place. The door was still open when I got 
there. but I could see that the office was 
ready to be locked up for the night. 

I heard muffled voices drifting from the 
back room and went over to the door. I 
pushed it open and peered inside. Dean 
was at his desk, and sitting on his lap, her 
arms around his neck, was a young woman. 
She glanced up, startled, then asked po- 
litely, “May I help you?” 

Her voice was that of the new girl who'd 
been answering Dean’s phone. “How 
cozy!” I said icily. “Just like those maga- 
zine cartoons—pretty secretary on the boss’ 
knee.” I put my hands on my hips and 
advanced menacingly toward her. “Get up 
from there, you scheming little—” 

“Harriet!” Dean’s angry voice snapped 
like a pistol shot. 

The woman on his lap smiled easily. 
“Oh, so this is the great Miss Raines!” she 
said, taking me in from head to toe. 

Ignoring her, I turned to Dean. “Get rid 
of her. I want to talk to you . . . alone!” 

“Tt seems to me you want a great deal.” 
the woman cut in. “Do you always get what 


you want, Miss Raines?” 

“Always!” I didn’t even bother to look 
at her. “Well, I’m waiting . . .” I said to 
Dean. 

He sighed and said, “Harriet, there’s 
something you should know .. .” 

“And I’m just the one to tell her!” the 
woman snapped, getting to her feet and 
coming close to me. “I’m Mrs. Dean Cald- 
well,” she announced coldly. 

The floor seemed to tilt beneath my feet. 
I stammered, groping for something to 
say. “I got tired of women like you taking 
advantage of Dean,” she continued, “so I 
took back my old job as his secretary. It’s 
a marvelous idea. I think more married 
women should do it, then they could keep 
an eye out for their interests.” 

“But—we love each other,” I said, still 
trying to take it all in. “He made love to 
me and—” 

“Dean kissed you once—he told me about 
it the night it happened—and you thought 
you could make a production of it. But no 
wife is going to toss away her marriage 
because of a trivial incident like that,” she 
told me, “because she knows it’s natural 
for a man to test his charm on a pretty 
girl every now and then. 

“And you’re pretty.” she said, “pretty 
enough to have a man of your own.” 

She laced into me with the cold confi- 
dence of a woman who knows she can hold 
her man against all comers. She broke 
through the hard, sophisticated shell I’d 
built around myself and made me see my- 
self for what I was. She told me the very 
things that other wives I had chiseled on 
might have told me if they’d had the 
chance. She made me see how cheap and 
petty my behavior had been. It wasn’t a 
pretty picture she painted of me; she held 
a mirror up to my soul and I shuddered at 
what I saw. 


OMEHOW. I MADE my way out to the 
street and stood there on the sidewalk, 
not knowing which way to turn. I tried 
desperately. to think of something 
someone .. . who could help me restore my 
faith in myself. But there was nothing .. . 
no one .. . except Howard. Tears blurred 


my eyes and I realized that I couldn’t walk 
down the street like that. So I went to the 
curb to hail a taxi. 

A car pulled up and the door swung 
open. It was Howard. He said nothing 
when I got in and we drove around for a 
while. Eventually I found the words to tell 
him what had happened. 

“She did a good job on me, Howard,” 
I wept. “She made me see I was less than 
nothing.” 

“But it’s all over now,” he said reassur- 
ingly. “I’ve been following you around for 
days, just waiting. I knew that sooner or 
later you’d come to me.” 

That really started the tears. When I fi- 
nally got control of myself, I shook my 
head sadly. “I’m truly grateful, Howard,” I 
said, “but it wouldn’t work out. Why don’t 
you forget me before I hurt you like I’ve 
been hurting other people?” 

“T can’t forget you,” he replied simply. 
“T love you.” 

I buried my face against the roughness 
of his jacket. “The terrible thing is that 
I can’t help myself,” I said in a desperate 
voice. “Something inside drives me ahead, 
deeper and deeper until I don’t know or 
care what I’m doing.” 

Howard cupped my chin in his hands 
and gazed steadily into my eyes. “I don’t 
know what you’re trying to tell me. but I 
don’t believe you could any more be un- 
faithful to me than I could cheat on you. 
Sure, a guy like Caldwell or Simms comes 
along—smooth, good looking men who 
seem like a father to you—and you feel 
attracted. But I guarantee that after we’re 
married I won’t give you a chance to look 
at another man!” 

He sounded so positive that I didn’t have 
the heart to spoil it then. It felt so nice to 
have his strong shoulder to lean on. But 
as Howard drove me home, I knew deep 
inside that I had a big job ahead of me 
before I could be a real wife to him. May- 
be I needed professional help. maybe I 
could do it with Howard’s loving care, but 
however it was to be done, however long 
it took, I resolved to do it. With faith and 
love and trust. I would someday learn to 


control my rebel heart. THE END 





Loose And Foolish (Continued from Page 33) 


floor you on?” The quick reply stunned me. 

“T got cigarets,” Buck said. 

“T know,” I told him. “But I want a dif- 
ferent brand. I'll be up there in a minute.” 
I looked at the girl with a smile. A look 
of quiet amusement played around her 
saucy mouth. She had shifted her stance 
and I could almost look through the sheer 
material of her skirt that was now permit- 
ting me a glance at her shapely legs. 

“Well, if you wanna monkey ’round,” 
Buck finally hollered, “we ain’t gonna be 
up here for no week. We’re on the third 
floor. Knock twice and one of these fine 
chicks’ll let you in.” 

“Now.” I said, turning to the girl in the 
doorway, “what’s the score for me, Baby?” 


“The same as you’d find upstairs,” she 
said in a soft, smooth voice. She backed 
away from the door after epening it all the 
way to let me in. I shut it behind me and 
then stood there watching her, still a bit 
nervous. I seemed all hands and feet and 
ears. All of a sudden I[ felt highly self- 
conscious as though I were in school and 
the teacher had detected me throwing spit- 
balls at a fellow pupil. I was annoyed at 
myself. I knew perfectly well where I was 
and what this tenement flat represented. 
And I knew the voluptuous girl who had 
opened her door and more or less invited 
me inside wasn’t interested in my seeing 
her etchings or whatever girls have to show 
fellows they entice to their parlors. 
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“Come this way,” she finally said. I fol- 
lowed her down the long hall, watching 
with growing anticipation the loose, care- 
less sway of her hips, the perfect symmetry 
of her legs as she turned off into the living 
room. The ugliness of its shabby furnish- 
ings was partly concealed by several floor 
lamps with dull red bulbs. But I could 
make out the sofa and the glass occasional 
table in front of it. 

“Have a drink, sailor?” she asked. I 
nodded and at the same time, I heard a 
muffled squealing that seemed to come 
from a room off the hall. The girl looked 
up quickly with a slightly worried expres- 
sion. “Excuse me a minute, I’ve got to look 
after my friend’s baby. I’m baby-sitting for 
her tonight for a while. Do you mind?” 

She poured me a drink from a half-filled 
bottle she took from the top of the fake 
fireplace across the room and then she dis- 
appeared up the hall. She was gone for so 
long that I began to worry about what I 
might possibly have missed by not sticking 
with Buck and Harvey. Maybe, I had 
jumped into what I believed to be deep 
water, but which was after all, hard, sandy 
beach. Maybe nothing was going to hap- 
pen here after all. Then she came back 
into the room. 

“Sorry,” she said briefly, walking over 
to a phonograph record player in the cor- 
ner and switching the knob. She came back 
to the sofa and as Dinah Washington’s 
voice singing Long John Blues filled the 
room, she poured herself a drink and sat 
beside me. “Now, sailor, what about me 
and you? Want to just sit here and drink, 
or shall we have some real fun?” 

It was all so professional. For a moment, 
I felt like backing out and paying her for 
the drinks and then hurrying upstairs to 
my pals. It was hard to reconcile the cold, 
matter-of-fact manner in which she pre- 
sented me a choice with the idea that per- 
sisted in my mind that she was not that 
kind of girl. Even while she was tending 
the baby, I had been busily painting her 
as a different type. I ruthlessly fought off 
the reality of her and tried to substitute 
another picture—that of a pretty girl, poor 
perhaps, but clean-cut and lonely. After 
all, she had only opened her door at the 
time I was on my way upstairs. I hadn’t 
knocked on her door, so there could be no 
way of accusing her of soliciting me. Actu- 
ally, I had just followed her in here. No 
one had forced me to and I knew that I 

could walk right out of the place and join 
my friends and she would hardly protest. 
But even if she were a tart, I argued, she 
may be just beginning her career in that 
business. 

I elected to accept her first alternative 

sit there and drink and talk and perhaps 
get more of a line on her. 

“Have it your way, sailor,” she said with 
maddening indifference. pouring me a stiff 
drink from the bottle and then curling up 
against the back of the sofa with her slip- 
per-shod feet under her. “It’s your money.” 

Flustered, I asked her what was her 
“Peaches,” she said and _ then 
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laughed suddenly; bitter laughter that cut 
in on the Dinah Washington lyric about 
what her man could do for her. “Lot of 
girls named Peaches,” she went on mean- 
ingly. I caught the hint and asked her 
pointblank, “Your real name?” 

“What difference does it make?” she 
said. “Girls like me get the short, cute, 
cuddly names. Now and then we get them 
from our parents. Most times, however, we 
make ’em up to suit the occasion and the 
trade. Both, sometimes. Easy to remem- 
ber, you know and they DO sound excit- 
ing.” 

I recalled some of the names of girls our 
fellows bragged about when they came 
back from their leaves: “Billie,” “Jackie,” 
“Bunny,” “Sue,” “Sweetsie,” “Little Bits,” 
“Rita,” “Chickie,” “Eve.” Few of them had 
complete names. A guy referred to “Little 
Bits” who lived on such and such a street 
and you would never find such a name 
listed in the telephone directory. On a 
whim, I asked Peaches her last name. 

She looked at me queerly. It was her 
turn to be nervous and she started to say 
something then stopped. At last she said 
but in a weak voice, “What do you want 
to know all that for. sailor? Are you the 
cops or something?” Her eyes began to 
fill with tears as she lay her glass down. 
“Why don’t you drink your whiskey and 
talk about the weather or how bad they 
treat you in the Navy or something? After 
all, we just met at the door and I thought 
you wanted to be entertained.” 

But something perverse drove me on. “I 
was just curious,” I said. “You don’t look 
like a girl that’s been out too long. Maybe 
you aren’t out in the /ife at all. I guess, I’m 
not much of a customer. I got money 
enough to pay for anything I might want 
here, but I don’t want to be the first to 
turn a girl, er-er-er “ 





HE: BURST INTO TEARS and hid her 

face in her arms. Her body shook with 
emotion. In a second I was sorry I had 
ever said anything to her. sorry I had ever 
seen her. I moved along the couch and 
tried to pull her arms from around her 
face. “I didn’t mean to make you cry, 
Baby,” I said awkwardly. “I guess I’m just 
plain meddlesome. It just didn’t seem that 
you ” 

“T know,” she said. her arms dropping 
from her face reddened from weeping. 
“You just started talking and asked me 
some things I’d rather not talk about. Let’s 
have a good drink to a little fool—I mean 
me.” 

As we toasted each other, she said, 
“Peaches is my real name, believe it or not. 
Peaches Offord. There you have the full 
name. And I’m not a-a-a ii 

“IT know what you mean,” I said. 

“T’m not that kind of girl no matter what 
you might think. But I was on the way 
toward being one tonight when I met you, 
sailor. I’ve got obligations and my land- 
lady—don’t worry, she’s out for a while 
tonight—wants her rent. It’s four weeks at 








$12 a week. I don’t have a job and it 
wouldn’t do much good to start working, 
even tomorrow morning, for I’d still he 
just as bad off as I am now. I need money 
right now and plenty of it. I knew you 
didn’t have enough to get me off my hook 
when I opened the door, but something 
about the way you looked made me invite 
you in.” 

“Yes?” I prompted. 

“T was going to try something,” she ad. 
mitted, sliding her feet to the floor. “I don’t 
know what. Maybe a knockout drop or 
something. I have heard how girls get a 
guy tipsy and then roll him for what he 
has in his pockets. Since this was going to 
be my first night in the trade, as they call 
it, (she laughed bitterly) I was going to 
move at it like somebody with experience 
in that sort of thing. I’m just that des. 
perate.” 

For a while we said nothing as the phon. 
ograph droned on, this time a recording by 
Yardbird Parker. I looked at her frankly, 
taking her in completely for the first time. 
Not just her beauty and her exciting figure, 
but her. And it seemed, as I locked square. 
ly into her eyes that what she had told me 
was true. I saw nothing bad in her eyes, 
only fear of something, a haunting fear | 
found myself wanting desperately wanting 
to know more about, maybe do something 
about. 

“Are you married, Peaches?” I asked 
her. She looked at me as though she had 
her back to a wall, then she shook her 
head. 

“T might have been,” she said. “There was 
a fellow. . . . Yes, [loved him madly. ... 
You know the story—weak, simple girl, 
handsome but no good fellow. He promised 
he’d marry me then ran out. I followed 
him here to this town for a showdown. He 
slapped me up and left. I haven’t seen him 
since. That’s been months ago. Meantime. 
I spent up all my money and not being able 
to find a decent job, wound up here. Oh, 
let’s dance or something, sailor,” she said. 
standing up. “This kind of talk is too mor- 
bid. By the way, what’s your name? And 
don’t give me no Hank, Joe, Bob or Jim.” 

“Alfred Reed,” I said, “Quartermaster 
Alfred Reed of Nevasota, Texas. My 
friends all call me Al.” I got up and took 
her in my arms as the second chorus of a 
Satchmo Armstrong recording of Baby, It’s 
Cold Outside, came up on the record 
changer. 

Her soft body clung to me as we moved 
about the darkened room. Her smooth arm 
slipped around my neck and the smell of 
subtle perfume stole from her and up into 
my nostrils as I tightened my arm around 
her waist. I rested my cheek on her head, 
the hair tickling my face. The warmth of 
the whiskey crept through me and 
stopped dancing suddenly and caught her 
to me. My mouth crushed against hers as 
she bent her head back to receive my lips. 
Strange excitement played a melody on my 
sensibilities and her body became tense 4s 
I kissed her roughly, cruelly. There wes 
fire on her lips, demanding still more ¢ 
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me to consume. I no longer heard the 
music. Her face danced before me, around 
me, over me, under me. The whole room 
spun in a delicious slow—movement . 

It was several hours later when I left her 
apartment. I was lighter both in spirit and 
in pocket for I had given Peaches enough 
to take care of her back rent and my prom- 
ise to come back. The jeep was gone. I 
knew Buck and Harvey had evidently fig- 
ured I had slipped off somewhere by my- 
self. I grabbed a taxi and returned to the 
hotel where we were bunking in town. 

“Holy smoke, Al,” Harvey said when I 
came into the room we shared, “where in 
the devil did you duck to?” 

“He musta went to a prayer meetin’ or 
somethin’,” Buck laughed. They were 
lounging about smoking cigarets. A half 
empty fifth of scotch stood on the dresser. 

“Pour yourself a taste, guy,” said Har- 
vey. “You sure missed something good by 
runnin’ out on us.” 

“You sure did,” echoed Buck. “That 
litle chick I had for you was nearly fran- 
tic but she didn’t have nobody to play 
with.” 

“I didn’t miss a thing.” I told them, get- 
ting out of my jacket. “I ran into a real 
nice girl, and doggone it. you guys, I be- 
lieve I’m in love with her.” 

A chorus of guffaws greeted this. “Dig 
this, willya, Buck,” howled Harvey. “He 
goes down with us into the District for a 
night on the town; he runs out on us and 
three pretty littlke numbers an’ now he 
comes back, way late, from nowhere, talk- 
in’ about he’s in love! Whose the chick, 
Al?” 

I started to say something then clammed 
up. How could I tell them the strange 
story of my meeting the girl on the first 
floor without making myself out to be a 
perfect chump? Neither had seen her and 
now, to think of it. I couldn’t help but 
appear silly telling these hard-bitten fel- 
lows I'd given a girl I’d never seen or heard 
of before $50 out of my money to help her 
pay her room rent. And that kind of girl 
on top of everything. I felt all of a sudden 
like an awful fool. Fifty bucks is fifty 
bucks and money is never easy for a sailor 
to get. Of course servicemen throw away 
their money, but I haven’t heard of many 
who had gone off key for a story like that 
Peaches sprung on me. Suddenly I felt I 
should put on my jacket and return to her 
apartment and get part of my money back. 

“Well?” Buck and Harvey said the word 
together and looked inquiringly at me as I 
moved to the dresser and to the bottle of 
scotch. “What happened? Who is she?” 

“Aw, she’s a little chick I met sometime 
ago. You guys didn’t see her.” I said 
lamely. Then spurred by inventiveness, I 
made up the story as I went along. 

“Her name is Peaches Offord. Pretty as 
she can be, too. She’s got long black hair 
and a figure that’ll make you bust your eye- 
balls looking. Well, I met her at the Serv- 
ice Center. You remember—the night I 
went there to play in that checker tourna- 
ment. You guys didn’t want to come, so | 
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went by myself. Well, she came along to 
the Center with a couple of other chicks 
and I latched onto her there. Tonight, I 
saw her passing by in a car and waved at 
her while you fellows were high-tailing it 
up the stairs. I got in the car and went to 
her house where I had a ball. That’s it, I 
guess.” 

“Don’t believe a word of it,” said Buck. 
“Not one word.” 

“IT don’t believe he’s seen no chick like 
that,” added Harvey. “Some gal in the 
neighborhood musta cruised him and he 
slipped off with her.” 

“Naw,” said Buck. “How’s he gonna get 
out of our sight long enough to fall in love. 
You an’ me, Harvey, you know we can’t 
move an inch without him seein’ us. So 
how can he do all these things without us 
seein’ him?” 

“Come clean, Al,” said Harvey. “We’re 
buddies, ain’t we? We’re all from the same 
town. And we both know you got Martha 
to go back to there. So, if it’s love—I mean 
the real thing, let’s mastermind the whole 
thing, us together.” 

They kept it up until they got tired and 
drifted off to sleep. At times, I got angry 
and started several times to tell them where 
they could go. I had had my fun. After all, 
that was what we went out for, so why all 
this hemming and hawing? I lay awake a 
long time staring at the ceiling. As I lay 
there, Martha Clayton came alive again. 
She came into view in all her clean, pure 
loveliness and I suddenly felt unclean after 
my visit with Peaches. From the well of 
memory came the old scenes . . . grade 
school and me carrying her books . . . the 
old, abandoned well in the meadow where 
we used to holler down and then run when 
the echo boomed up .. . high school where 
Buck, Harvey and I played basketball and 
football . . . and the school dances where 
Martha and I were the best lindy-hopping 
couple on the floor. ... People in Navasota 
tabbed us to become Mr. and Mrs. from 
our toddling days, and we never disputed 
them for there was an understanding be- 
tween Martha and me. We automatically 
knew it and we let it go at that until the 
right time and circumstances came rolling 
by. 

Shortly after we had graduated from 
high school, the Navy grabbed Buck, Har- 
vey and me and Martha got a defense job, 
although her folks were well off. For a 
while, we had corresponded regularly, then 
the letters became occasional. But even in 
this, we understood one another. 

“Dear Alfred,” she had written in her 
last letter, “it goes without saying that I 
am lonely, even though here in Dallas I 
have every opportunity to... not be lone- 
some because there are kinds of fellows 
around making passes and talking about 
things not a few girls agree with. But I’m 
not of that sort, as you well know. I’d much 
rather suffer and wait for the man I love 
than to accept substitutes and . . . become 
tarnished with something that won’t rub 
off and which would forever stain my con- 
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science. So, I hope you can understand... 
the necessity of standing firm, even though 
the temptation might seem harmless 
enough at the moment and perhaps, as it 
seems to you then, absolutely necessary. 
Sacrifice and self denial are supposed to 
be virtues. I frankly don’t know whether 
they are or whether they are not. But I 
have a standard and am trying with all my 
heart and strength to keep it before me. 
The man I marry must come up to it and 
while I have not the slightest doubt about 
us, it is a topic I just cannot pass up with- 
out making these comments. It doesn’t 
matter too much if you don’t write regu- 
larly. I can understand that. But just don’t 
do anything you would be unable to talk 
to me about. You know, I’m sure, what I 
mean. My darling, just hold out .. . for me, 
your Martha, who loves you and would 
face eternity with you if you want me 
Bowes 

In silence I cursed myself. Why did I 
have to let Buck and Harvey take me to 
that house? Up to then, I had matched 
Martha’s faithfulness. I never had the 
slightest intention of letting her down. In 
fact, I had passed up many opportunities 
for “camp girls” are plentiful around the 
big service centers and fellows with three 
day passes and with some money in their 
pockets can practically write their own 
tickets. I tried to convince myself that 
Peaches represented merely a commercial 
transaction, something sold and paid for. 
“She has nothing on me,” I argued. “May- 
be I was weak and most certainly wrong 
in going with her, but after all, I’m human, 
a man and a guy in uniform who may be 
killed his first day in combat. What good 
would I be to Martha or any other girl, 
dead? And the one who lives after can 
have all the fun. Martha’s unreasonable. 
What if I did slip? I’ve been in the service 
for over a year and kept myself clean as a 
whistle. It’s just like a guy swearing off 
the bottle and then taking just a nip on 
New Year’s Eve. That doesn’t mean he’s 
going to be drunk every night during the 
next 365 days. Peaches doesn’t mean any- 
thing to me. She just filled a need, even 
though it appeared first as a whim or pass- 
ing fancy.” 

I slept with these conflicting thoughts 
and awoke the next morning, irritable, 
touchy. 

“What’s the matter with him, Harvey?” 
Buck asked as we sat in the hotel grill 
mouthing ham and eggs. “Acts like he 
slept with a wild bear.” 

“Maybe his Peaches tasted sour,” Har- 
vey roared in laughter. I had to smile at 
the rude pun, myself. But I relapsed into 
my grouch. I knew what I wanted and 
knew what I was going to do. Our leave 
was up the next morning and I had to 
shake Buck and Harvey if I was going to 
see her again before we left for camp. I 
clapped a hand against my cheek and 
groaned. They looked at me in surprise. 

“This tooth is killing me,” I moaned. 
“Started acting up last night. Now it’s 
about to drive me crazy.” 


The dodge was good enough to permit 
me to excuse myself in order to go up ty 
the room 2nd stretch out. Buck and Harvey 
decided to see a morning movie and then 
go to the ball game. After they had gone, 
I jumped up, put on a clean suit and 
rushed out and got a taxi. In daylight, the 
neighborhood where she lived looked even 
more rundown and depressing. The side. 
walks were full of dirty, ragged children, 
winos of both sexes. The smell was revolt. 
ing. But I forgot all that when she ap. 
swered the door. 

“Come in,” she said simply. She was 
wearing a light-colored house coat and her 
hair was in pin curls. “I just woke up” 
she apologized. “After you left last night, 
I washed my hair and then had the nicegy 
sleep I’ve had in months. Something yoy 
did for me, I guess,” she laughed mean. 
ingfully. “It’s kind of stuffy in here, but 
you know how these places are. Not built 
for comfort at all and we have little venti. 
lation.” 

“I’m not interested in that, Peaches,” | 
said abruptly as she invited me to sit on 
the sofa. “I’m interested in you. Something 
happened to me last night and I came back 
to find out if it is true.” 

She stared at me as though I were ray. 
ing. “No, I’m not crazy,” I assured her, 
“JT did what I did last night not out of sym. 
pathy but because I wanted to. After sleep 
ing on it, I decided to come back and find 
out if you were lying to me about—” 

“The money?” she asked. “Here’s every 
penny of it if that’s what’s eating you.” 
She reached into her bosom and came out 
with a wad of bills. “My landlady works 
every day,” she explained. “Goes to her job 
around six in the morning. I was going to 
settle up with her when she comes home 
this evening.” 

“You’re not really giving me this money 
back, are you?” I asked in disbelief. 

“Sure,” she said proudly. “I told you 
my story. If you didn’t go for it, then that's 
that. I thought I could be that kind of 
woman—you know the kind, but I’m not 
built that way. I played with you last night 
and enjoyed myself as much as you—per 
haps more. I don’t believe you can under 
stand. But when a girl is as desperate a 
I and somebody comes along who seems 
the right sort as you did, she gets a lift. A 
new slant on things. New hope. When you 
put this money in my hand, I didn’t believe 
it. I couldn’t. Fellows just don’t do that, at 
least not on first sight. So, I sort of e 
pected you’d come back for it.” 

I made no motion to take the money 
from her as she held it extended. Some 
thing kept me from reaching for it, a 
though her eyes showed she expected me 
to. Instead, I caught her in my arms and 
kissed her. Again and again until sweat 
popped up in beads on my forehead and 
neck, until my entire being seemed aflame, 
until the spell of her rendered me limp, 
breathless, exhausted. 

Hours later, it seemed, her voice came !0 
me from somewhere in the darkened room. 
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“Al, why don’t you admit it? You know 
you love me and I hope, no I believe, you 
really love me in spite of everything. Isn’t 
that so?” 

I nodded weakly. Her head nestled 
against my chest and my arm was about 
her lithe, smoothly soft body. From out- 
side the afternoon noises sounded far off. 
There was no world but this. Ours. A dark- 
ened room in a shabby District first floor 
flat. Hardly anything to brag about, I 
thought bitterly. Most certainly not any- 
thing to hold up as a reason when the 
showdown came with Martha. But Martha 
seemed too far away .. . like some country 
dificult to visit, and Peaches was here in 
my arms. A shoddy situation for me, Alfred 
Reed. Father a preacher. Mother a school 
teacher. Both stuffily social and narrow as 
to their conceptions of what the proper 
thing meant. Most certainly, it did not 
mean their only son in the arms of a 
woman such as this. They would never un- 
derstand. No explanation would explain 
to them what I was doing here, of all 
places, embracing a girl of scarlet repu- 
tation. And even I was.surprised to hear 
myself answering her question of how I 
felt toward her. It was as if my voice was 
not under my control, but was an instru- 
ment that answered for me because my 
senses were not strong enough to dictate 
words of my own. “Yes, Peaches.” I heard 
it whisper into her ear. “I love you, Baby. 
I can’t help it and God knows I shouldn’t, 
but I do.” 

There was a gleam of thankfulness in 
her eyes. I thought I detected the fading 
of fright I found in them the night before. 
It was as though she were a ship that had 
been lost at sea, but which had finally been 
contacted and directed into a safe port. 
The tension left her body and it was soft, 
pliable, yielding as she came into my arms. 
There were hidden rhythms in her which 
she revealed to me. And there were secret 
emotions and ways of approaching prob- 
lems which she wordlessly explained and 
through her I interpreted what passion 
could mean to hearts and bodies united in 
the bliss of mental and physical experi- 
ence. And there was nothing contrived 
about the way she solved this problem, for 
I am sure I would have understood any- 
thing even slightly professional, for I was 
on my guard, despite my absorption in her, 
for just such an indication. There was too 
much at stake for me to countenance even 
for a moment any subterfuges no matter 
how subtle. I knew, at last, that she was 
mine, 

Later, as we sat sipping drinks, she 
asked, “What will it be, Mister Man? 
Some light housekeeping or Daddy and 
me and the baby makes three?” I hadn’t 
even thought of that. 

“What-what, er-er do you mean?” 

“You know, Al,” she breathed softly, 
turning her face to me. “I’m all woman. 
As much and more as any female you'll 
ever meet. I want the same thing the best 
of them would want from the man they 





love. I want security, I want love, I want 
you forever.” 

Then I understood her. I hadn’t thought 
through this thing to marriage. In fact, I 
hadn’t considered that angle at all. After 
all, there was Martha. I tried to explain 
Martha to her. 

“T don’t care,” she said hotly. I was 
startled by the emotion of her temper. 
“That’s childhood stuff. You’re a grown 
man now, Al. She has to take her chances 
like any other woman. The competition is 
for those who can stand it. Maybe, I’m 
animal. Maybe I’m not the nice, cultured. 
well-bred woman you’re accustomed to. But 
I am a woman who knows what she wants 
and who will turn heaven and earth over 
and fight and claw, steal, scratch, beg and 
borrow to have and hold the man she 
loves. Can you understand -that? Your 
Martha isn’t here right now in this room. 
She wasn’t here last night, either. But I’m 
here and I have you in my arms. I have 
as much right to be your wife as she, even 
though you went to school with her and 
promised to marry her. Now what do you 
say?” 

“What can I say, Baby?” I said, put- 
ting my glass down. “I told you I love you. 
Maybe it is all wrong, but if it is, it’s an- 
other mistake Ill be making when I marry 
you. Although they haven’t told us, we may 
be shipped out of here soon. But Ill come 
back for you and the first thing Ill do 
then is marry you. Now here’s what you’ve 
got to do. You gotta move out of this place 
and out of the neighborhood. You gotta get 
yourself a job. I don’t care what kind of 
job, but I want you to be respectable. I 
don’t want to find out that you were jiving 
me and that you never stopped hustling. 
After all, I’ve got to take you to Navasota 
and introduce you to my folk and I can’t 
bring no cats before them.” 

She looked grateful. “I'll apply for a job 
in the morning at the airplane factory.” 
she said. “You won’t ever have to worry 
about me, darling.” 

They did ship us out, but it was to a 
camp in California. In our correspondence. 
Peaches and I said the usual things about 
our love for one another and she told me 
her job had turned out all right at the fac- 
tory. “I’m saving some money,” she wrote. 
“and I’m taking up stenography in night 
school.” She asked about Harvey and Buck 
whom she hadn’t met but knew very well 
through my letters and because I was al- 
ways talking about my pals. I told her how 
Buck had won a promotion and how Har- 
vey had been injured in a jeep accident 
and was laid up in a camp hospital. 

Meanwhile, Buck and Harvey were fi- 
nally convinced I was in love with Peaches 
and fully intended to marry her when I got 
back East again. They stopped talking 
about Martha and began making plans to 
“help” me marry Peaches. But Martha’s 
letters still came. I hadn’t gotten up the 
nerve to tell her what had happened for 
the idea persisted that Peaches 
that it was all a 
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gaudy dream that had puffed itself up and 
that after the bubble burst, it would re- 
veal Martha, always faithful, standing 
there waiting... 


NE DAY WHEN I DROPPED in the 

hospital to visit Harvey, I found him 
in a peculiarly inquisitive mood. “Look 
here, Al.” he said from his cot, “you tell 
me the truth about this Peaches deal. 
Buck believes everything you tell him, but 
I don’t. You see Martha is my pal, too.” 
That. I knew too well. While Harvey and 
I had been close ever since we were gram- 
mar school kids, he had always loved 
Martha and only bowed out of the compe- 
tition when it became obvious that she was 
in love with me. 

“T gotta be on the beam with Martha, 
Al.” he was saying. “If you’re giving her 
the bum’s rush in favor of this other girl— 
well, I don’t know her, never seen her. 
What gives, Al?” 

“Well, it’s just like I told you guys,” I 
began. 

“Aw. cut out the hooey, Al,” he said. “I 
know you like a brother. We been to- 
gether too long for any crap to come up 
between us. In this man’s Navy anything 
might happen. We may be here today and 
gone tomorrow. I want to keep things 
straight. I still love Martha, but I’m not 
interfering so long as she’s getting a fair 
break. What gives? No crap, now. Tell 
me the truth. Where did you meet this 
Peaches?” 

Under his relentless questioning, I weak- 
ened and finally admitted the story about 
meeting Peaches at the Service Center was 
untrue. When I told Harvey I had actu- 
ally met her on the first floor of the apart- 
ment building where we had gone that 
night, he gave a long whistle. “Ain’t that 
one for you,” he said. “And we went along 
with that bull jive you gave us about the 
Service Center. Look, Al, you can’t get 
yourself mixed up with a chick like that. 
You got folks back home to go to. Martha 
is a lot of good woman, old man. What 
will the folks say about you bringing some 
er-er-er—” 

“Look out, old man,” I said softly, dan- 
gerously. “That’s the girl I’m going to 
marry.” 

“Well, whatever she is to you that’s your 
business. But I gotta look out for you be- 
cause you haven’t got sense enough to look 
out for yourself. I guess I’ve got to look 
out for Martha, too. Yeah, and Buck. He’s 
just a big fathead, though. Not like you. 
After all, you’re supposed to be the smart 
boy. The one most likely to succeed. Hah! 
What a laugh. Giving up class for some—” 

I caught myself as my fist started toward 
his chin. Without a word I left him and 
walked out into the sunshine. I took a walk 
down the road. All the old doubts and 
fears were coming back. I had to admit he 
was talking straight. I hadn’t realized that 
Harvey was still carrying a torch for Mar- 
tha. It could be simple, I told myself. 
Martha couldn’t get hurt too badly by my 
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switching to Peaches. Harvey would wait 
for her till time ran out. But, I had to 
admit, this wasn’t a true picture of it. I 
had loved Martha sincerely up until I had 
gotten involved with Peaches. I matched 
them in my mind. Martha, from a good 
home, careful upbringing, good education, 
popular, well equipped to take her place 
in society and make a good, loyal, trustwor- 
thy wife. Peaches? I didn’t know. All 
she told me was something vague about a 
handsome guy who got her into trouble 
because, as she said, she was a “weak” 
and “simple girl.”” He had promised, she 
told me, to marry her, but ran out instead. 
She said she had trailed him to the city 
for a showdown but he slapped her around 
and left. So, she spent up her money and 
wound up in a cheap flat, more or less a 
romance for finance adventuress. 

If I married her and took her to Nava- 
sota, what could I do with her around my 
people? They’d compare her to Martha 
whom they knew. Maybe Harvey or some- 
body might start the whispers that would 
finally expose her as a former good time 
girl from up North. That in itself would 
be enough to finish her in Navasota where 
small-town prejudices are strong, the view- 
point narrow and its criticism of people 
who come to it unproved, overpowering. 
Again, Peaches was a big city girl. Could 
she fit in Navasota? How would she look 
at church, at socials, parties and picnics 
after metropolitan subways, cafes, night 
clubs, formal dances and bigtime sports 
events? 

After a troubled afternoon, I sat down 
and wrote Martha a long letter. In it, I 
hinted broadly that I wanted out on my 
promise to marry her. “You see,” I said, 
“when you get away for so long a time, you 
begin thinking about a lot of things. Per- 
haps what we thought we wanted when 
we were kids isn’t what may be best for 
us today. I’ve been away from home for 
over two years. Not too long, but long 
enough for us to see things in a different 
light. Truthfully, Martha, I can’t help be- 
ing affected by this absence. Maybe I have 
been tempted. At least. my resistance has 
been tested plenty. As things stand, I 
have no way of knowing when we'll see one 
another again. That being the case, per- 
haps you will see things my way and ease 
up in our demands on one another. After 
all. we live only once and the time is run- 
ning out every tick of the clock. Think 
about it, Martha, will you?” 


QO’ MY FURLOUGH. I grabbed a trans- 

continental flight East. I was so anx- 
ious to see Peaches I guess I completely 
forgot to send her a telegram. I arrived in 
the city in the evening and caught a taxicab 
from the airport to her home. It was cool 
and I turned up the collar of my coat. As 
I turned in at Peaches’ place, I heard a 
sharp, hissing, “pssst!” from her doorway. 
I could hardly see in the dimness of the 
entrance, but I could tell by the sound that 
it was a woman. With sinking heart, I went 


up the steps two at a time. There standing 
behind her barely cracked apartment door 
was Peaches! 

I banged the door wide open with my 
shoulder and before she could recover from 
her surprise, I was inside the house and 
slapping her face. Her first frightened 
screams dwindled to pathetic whimpers 
when she saw it was me. “Alfred,” she 
whispered. Whatever she was going to say 
my palm slapped the words right back into 
her mouth. “You dirty little rat,” I snarled, 
“T turn my back and you're hustling again. 
And me thinking about marrying you. | 
oughta kill you!” 

“Listen, Al,” she said, blood dripping 
from the corners of her battered mouth. 
“Listen to me, honey.” Something in her 
voice stayed my hand. She slumped against 
the wall, her bosom heaving “I was des. 
perate,” she said. “I was laid off at the 
factory more than two months ago. | 
couldn’t find a job nowhere and my baby 
is deathly sick!” 

“Baby?” I asked, “what baby?” 

“My baby,” she said, straightening up 
proudly. “Do yousthink I'd be here in this 
dump at all if I didn’t have a real good rea- 
son? I didn’t tell you the first night you 
were here about Carol. Remember I told 
you I was baby-sitting for a friend?” I nod- 
ded. “Well, that was my baby up there in 
the room crying. She was sick even then. I 
never would have invited you in if it hadn’t 
been for her. And you listen to me, Alfred 
Reed: I’d sell every pound of my flesh 
for that baby! The guy I told you about 
promised to marry me. He’s her father. 
I can’t take my baby back to my own moth- 
er and father. I don’t want to disgrace 
them further. No,” she said hurriedly. 
“don’t interrupt me. I’m from good people. 
You can see I’m no tramp. I’m just a girl 
who got on the wrong track. I’m grabbing 
at straws. You looked like the man I 
should have met in the first place and I 
grabbed for you.” 

“But if you’d only written me, I’d—” I 
started to say. 

“Beg you after you got me off the hook 
with that $50. I’m not that low, sailor. 
You’re not Carol’s father. You don’t have 
any obligations to either she nor me. Of 
course, I agreed to marry you, but I 
planned to tell you the truth before I did. 


-Now, you’ve beaten me up, so you can walk 


right out of here and forget you ever saw 
or heard of Peaches Offord.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me about the baby 
the first night I was here?” I asked her. 

“Simply.” she said with sincere dignity. 
“because I was ready to do anything to get 
money for my baby—even to giving you a 
knockout drop. But after we got to talking 
and you made—, we, after we got better 
acquainted, I didn’t want to lose you be 
cause I fell for you right off. Crazy, isn’t 
it, Al?” 

I felt foolish and also was sorry I'd lost 
my temper and struck her. As I stood awk- 
wardly thinking about what she had told 
me, I must have placed my hand on her. 
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In a second she was huddled in my arms, 
crying bitterly. I took out a handkerchief 
and dabbed at the blood specks on her 
lips and the tears in her eyes. 

“Never mind about Carol,” I said. “I'll 
see that she gets the breaks. But I hadn’t 
expected to be a father,” I tried to joke, 
“without first being a husband.” She smiled 
but began crying again. I told her about 
the 30-day furlough and how I decided to 
fly East just to see her and how I forgot to 
telegraph her that I was coming. “I’m glad 
you didn’t,” she said. “In a way, it’s prob- 
ably better you found out the truth this 
way than if I sat down and tried to explain 
it to you. I didn’t want to lose you and 
I never will,” she said almost harshly. 
“You’re mine, you’re mine, you’re mine! 
You can love me or beat me to a pulp, but 
[ll always be yours.” 

Later that evening, she took me in to see 
Carol. She was a pretty child but emaci- 
ated from her ailment. “That’s baby’ s got 
to get into a hospital right away.” I said. 
I had hung around the medical corps long 
enough to tell serious illness without a di- 
agnosis. “Ill get a taxi. You get her 
ready.” 

On the way to the hospital we sat close 
to one another. The baby’s hand stole from 
under the protecting blanket and touched 
my cheek. Cautiously it explored further. 
Peaches looked at me as if to say she’d 
make the baby keep her hands to herself 
if I were annoyed. I answered her by pet- 
ting the child’s head and covering her hand 
with my own. There was a sensation in 
touching her baby that I liked at once. I 
have always liked children and this help- 
less infant, suffering from something that 
made her breath come in gasps melted me 
inside. 

At the hospital we went to the informa- 
tion desk. As Peaches bent over to sign 
the questionnaire, I glanced up and looked 
straight into the eyes of Martha Clayton! 

“Why Alfred Reed,” she said, “what are 
you doing here? I thought you were in 
California?” 

I couldn’t say a thing. I stood there as 
though petrified. Peaches looked up in- 
quiringly and the baby started crying. I 
was in, up to my neck in a situation I 
would have given up everything I have to 
be delivered from. I was in a dilemma. an 
awful mess. Peaches’ face was 
from the slapping I had given it. The baby 
began bawling louder. I started sweating 
heavily. “This is Al,” I told myself. 
“If you get out of this one you’re a magi- 
cian.” 

“Martha Clayton,” I heard myself say- 
ing, “I want you to meet Peaches Offord. 
She’s the girl I’m going to marry.” 

She looked as if she had been flecked 
across the face with a wet rag. “Wait a 
minute, please,” Martha said. Peaches 
looked at her warily and the baby stopped 
crying. Peaches knew about Martha and 
she was now evidently set for the show- 
down, But the load was on me. Other per- 
sons were to the desk, but we 


swollen 


coming 


might as well have been alone in the world. 

“Wait a minute,” Martha said. “You 
say you're going to marry this woman?” 

“Yes,” said Peaches, “he’s going to mar- 
ry me. Al loves me, don’t you, honey?” 
Her hand was in my arm and she looked 
into my face pleadingly. Carol had started 
howling again. I wished I was in Korea 
or Indo-China. 

“Yes, Martha,” I said as firmly as I 
could. “I’m going to marry Peaches. Since 
meeting her, I’ve come to love her. I tried 
to tell you the score in my last letter, but 
I guess I wasn’t very direct about it.” 

Martha shook her head unbelievingly 
and went on with the registration of Carol. 
She asked the usual questions, filled out 
the forms and then fixed me with as con- 
temptuous a glance as I’ve ever seen in 
the eyes of a human being. 

“T hope and pray,” she said in a low 
tone, her voice trembling with anger, “that 
you two rot together for there are no 
pieces of pure scum in this whole world 
so suited for each other than you two!” 
Before I could duck, the heavy metal desk 
inkwell crashed against my temple. 

When I came to, I was upstairs in a hos- 
pital cot. Peaches sat at the bedside. “Now, 
honey,” she soothed, “the doctor says it’s 
nothing serious. But you'll have that scar 
on the side of your face to keep.” I felt the 
bandages and stared at the ceiling. I could 
have been killed. For the first time, I 
learned about the old saying, “hell hath 
no fury like a woman scorned.” So many 
things had happened. I had given up Mar- 
tha. In her place I had a woman of scar- 
let reputation. On top of that, there was a 
baby, some other man’s child, on my hands. 
I couldn’t see any way out of it. I was 
stuck with Peaches so far as Martha was 
concerned. I knew her temperament, how 
she thought about things. To walk into 
her face with a strange woman and tell her 
deliberately and in cold blood that I was 
ditching her to get married to somebody 
else. . . . I shuddered as I thought what 
might have happened if Martha had had 
a gun instead of that inkwell. 

“She’s going to be fired,” Peaches was 
saying. “The hospital people said they 
wouldn’t tolerate any of its staff blowing 
off like that. She just came here recently,” 
she continued. “I heard them say she wrote 
up from Texas for the job because she 
wanted to go to college here. 

“Tet’s leave her alone, Peaches,” I said 
wearily. “I don’t blame her for what she 
did. I was lucky in getting out of it with 
just a knot on the head. I don’t blame 
her for what she did. Martha never did 
anything to me. I feel like a dog.” 

“You mean you want to get out of it— 
don’t marry?” 

“No,” I said slowly. “Not that at all. 
It’s just that I’ve got a lot of things to 
worry about. We’re going to get married 
all right. But as I told you before, I’m 
not going to stand one slip by you. It’s 
going to be tough, girl.” 

“I know it,” she replied. 
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“I’m moving back to Navasota,” I said, 
“once I get my discharge. You'll meet my 
family and my friends. People’ll study you 
and tear you apart. Nobody knows any- 
thing yet about you. If they did, neither 
of us could live in that town. But you’ve 
got that much in your favor: Since they 
don’t know what you were doing when I 
met you or how I met you will depend on 
how you act from now on in. We'll explain 
Carol’s father was a GI who got killed 
overseas. I'll legally adopt her once we’re 
married. From then on it'll be strictly up 
to you.” 

We were married the following week in 
a simple ceremony. I went to the hospital 
superintendent and told him what had hap- 
pened to create the scene in the lobby. He 
promised to put Martha back to work and 
that he considered the incident closed. To- 
day, Peaches and I are living in my folks’ 
home in Navasota. Carol has blossomed 
into a sweet, beautiful little girl. Peaches 
is a thoroughbred. She stood the test of our 


neighbor’s curiosity by exhibiting so much 
obvious class that I now wonder why I ever 
doubted she would be accepted in our 
hometown circle. She got right into the 
swim of things, belongs to several social 
clubs and organizations and is making new 
friends every day. Martha Clayton not 
long ago moved back to Navasota and got 
married to—Harvey. Although she barely 
nods when I see her, I believe she will 
eventually get over what happened because 
Harvey and I are still good friends and we 
are together with Buck quite often at the 
gas station I own. I am sure Harvey has 
never breathed a word of the secret he 
knows about Peaches and what she once 
was doing. Once I tried to draw him out 
on the subject. 

“Al,” he said as we sat in his car, 
“you’re my buddy and I really love you, 
you old so-and-so, for getting out of the 
way so I could marry Martha. I’m glad 
as all get out’ that you got out of that jeep 
last and got detained by the girl in the 
doorway on the first floor.” THE END 





The Pri ce Of Adultery (Continued from Page 30) 


I do,” she said quietly. “I want you to go 
if you’re called. I would rather be alone 
and miserable waiting for you to come 
back than to have you right here during a 
time I didn’t really deserve you.” 

» I went. I served my hitch in the 
Army. It turned out to be only two years 
with no action and little sweat. I hadn’t 
really thought in terms of marriage until 
the day Marion had said she would wait 
for me, and then I couldn’t think of any- 
thing else. The Army took me the day 
ifter my graduation, and the day after my 
discharge Marion and I were married. 

[he first two years were fabulous. We 
both had fairly good jobs and all of the 
wonderful freedom of coming and going 
as we pleased after working hours. We 
went to movies, plays, concerts, ball games 
ind jam sessions. We drove on picnics to 
the beach, and just to spend a week end 

1 a nearby town. We ate out or we ate in 
as we chose. We slept late or got up early 
on Saturdays, Sundays and holidays. We 
lived only for ourselves. 

(nd then it all changed. Slowly at first, 
like the day Marion told me she might 
not be able to take so many trips in the 
or ride horseback. and that her 
breakfast really wasn’t setting very well at 
the moment. I was a little dense about it, 
so she had to come right out and tell me 
that she was pregnant. 

[ didn’t mind. Oh, I was really happy 
about it, maybe because I just thought 
about how much fun it would be to brag 
about it at the office, and to push the new- 
born down the street in a big carriage and 
show him up. It would have to be a boy 
of course. 

But I didn’t think about the other side 
of it, about how Marion would have to quit 
her job and I would become the sole 


~ 


tuture, 
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breadwinner, or how we would have to 
give up a lot of going to stay home with 
the baby when a sitter was unavailable or 
when we couldn’t afford one. I hadn’t 
thought about the loss of sleep involved, 
either, when a baby moves in and has fun- 
ny ideas about wanting a bottle or diaper 
changed in the middle of the night, or 
maybe even just wanting to get up. 

Still, the first one, Paul Jr., didn’t make 
things too bad. But it seemed that once 
Marion and I[ had gotten the knack of it, 
we were determined to populate the earth. 
Two years after Paul Jr.. Mary Ann was 
born, and two years after Mary Ann, Cher- 
ry came along. By then, Marion and I 
found our life together changed consider- 
ably. 

It seemed that Marion hardly had time 
for me anymore. When she wasn’t wash- 
ing or ironing or feeding the kids, she was 
making them things, or getting them ready 
to go to parties, or reading them stories 
or teaching them games. When she finally 
did get around to me, about all she did was 
nag about not having enough money or 
how tired she was or why hadn’t I taken 
the kids someplace or something. 

By that time. I was working with Con- 
solidated Public Relations Consultants, 
and my work was running into all sort of 
odd hours. When I wasn’t off someplace 
handling a project for a client. I was 
locked up at home dreaming up a new one. 
Or, at least, I was trying to dream up a 
new one. Dreaming in a house with three 
running, yelling children can end up a 
nightmare. 

“For God’s sake, can’t you keep them 
quiet?” I yelled at Marion one evening 
when I had a particularly tough job to do. 

“Well,” she said, “I can keep some of 
them quiet all of the time and all of them 


quiet some of the time, but I can’t keep all] 
of them quiet all of the time, if you don’t 
mind me paraphrasing Lincoln, or who. 
ever it was that said that.” 

“Your sense of humor isn’t exactly ap. 
preciated,” I snapped. 

“And your lack of it isn’t exactly appre. 
ciated, either,” she countered. “Do you 
realize how long it’s been since you've 
laughed around this house, or said a kind 
word to your children? I don’t mind you 
not saying one to me, I’m getting used to 
my role as the bitter half. But how about 
giving the youngsters a break?” 

“How about giving me a break and get- 
ting off my back, huh? Just leave me 
alone!” I hadn’t meant to shout. The 
words just came out loud. 

“A break? Paul, you get the best break 
around here,” Marion fired back. “You're 
lord and master here. You do exactly what 
you feel like doing when you feel like 
doing it. You choose to run your life now 
exactly as you did before the children. 
And our life isn’t the same, Paul, it can’t 
be. Sure, you work harder. You have more 
responsibility. Our life isn’t just a honey- 
moon anymore. It’s a marriage. It’s rais- 
ing a family and raising it right. It’s pro- 
viding for them now and planning for 
their future. It’s tough, but there isn’t 
anything new about it, Paul. Men and 
women have been doing it for centuries. 
But working hard on a job and being a 
good provider isn’t enough. You’ve got 
to give a little of yourself, a little of the 
time you don’t have, to the family.” 

“And while I’m giving of myself,” I 
snapped back, “who’s giving to the milk- 
man and the grocer and the landlord, 
huh?” 

Marion shook her head. “Maybe you 
just aren’t big enough to do it all,” she 
said. 

That really tore it. We shouted a lot of 
things at each other after that. I don’t 
think we meant any of them, but they had 
to be said. We had to hurt each other. 

It was about that time that I began to 
notice Jeanne Simmons. I was setting up 
an advertising campaign for an insurance 
firm, and she was secretary to the presi- 
dent of the company. 

To say that I “began” to notice Jeanne 
isn’t quite the truth. Jeanne wasn’t the 
type of girl you noticed gradually. The 
first time you saw her, she hit you right 
between the eyes with the force of a .45 
when she walked by, the room came to 
slug. She was all beauty and curves and 
attention. 

It took a few days for me to get up 
enough nerve to ask her to lunch. There 
wasn’t anything really wrong in that, I 
convinced myself. After all, in my busi- 
ness, I had lunch with a lot of people. But 
three such luncheons finally led to what I 
had to admit even to myself was a full- 
fledged date. 

“Suppose I pick you up after work and 
we both drown our daily sorrows in the 
nearest saloon,” I asked her finally. 

“Fine,” she said in that husky voice that 
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started off little nuclear chain-reactions in- 
side me. 

Our bar date ended up being dinner, 
a night club and a real lush. By the time 
I took Jeanne home, I was sure that my 
night was only about to begin. It didn’t 
work out that way, though. Jeanne gave 
me a good-night kiss at the door—just 
enough to make sure I would remember— 
spun me around and sent me on my way. 

And that’s the way it began. Gradu- 
ally, I built up the irresistible desire for 
Jeanne that was to blot out all reason. 
And she always gave in just enough to be 
a promise of much, much more to come. 

I hadn’t figured Jeanne to be the kind of 
girl to want to play for keeps. By the 
time I understood, I was blinded by pas- 
sion, driven by desire. For I was running 
away from one marriage straight into an- 
other, seeking the fun that had once been 
Marion’s and mine. 

Or was I. Surely I didn’t expect Jeanne 
to offer the same sort of excitement Marion 
had. They were entirely different women. 
Jeanne’s attraction was tremendously phys- 
ical; Marion’s was a combination of many 
things. She had cheered me when I was 
low, loved me when I felt unloved, strength- 
ened me when I was weak, saved me from 
cowardice. Even now, she was trying to 
make me strong, respectable, a good father 
as well as husband. And it was so little 
to ask. An hour a day, perhaps, devoted 
to my family; a little of myself now and 
then, that’s what Marion had said. Our 
life was different, yes. It had to be. But 
it could still be good and still be fun, if 
only I worked a little at it as I had worked 
to understand why I couldn’t cheat my 


country, or worked as I had to enjoy things 
when Marion and I first married. That’s 
all it took to make me good and strong and 
decent, the way Marion wanted me. 

And how did Jeanne want me? Even 
now she was making me a liar and a cheat; 
an unfaithful husband and an unworthy 


father. What would it be like after mar- 
riage? If the going could get rough with 


somebody good and strong beside you like 
Marion, what could happen with a woman 
like Jeanne? 

The blazing neon lights of the tourist 
courts ahead shook me out of my thoughts 
as I realized Jeanne and I had reached our 
destination. This was it, our hideaway for 
that big glorious, adulterous week end; 
circle of shabby row-cottages on the edge 
of town, tended by a hog-jowled, pot-bel- 
lied old man who asked only that you pay 
in advance. I stood there under the cold 
light of the office, with Jeanne standing 
by my side, and realized that I was about to 
become shabby, morally nondescript, inde- 
cent. 

Suddenly I wheeled on my heels, walked 
out of the place, and got back into the car. 
I didn’t even help Jeanne get into the car. 
The motor roared into action under my im- 
patient foot. 

“What’s the matter?” Jeanne asked in 
surprise as I spun the car around and 
headed back the way we had come. 

“We’re going back home,” I said loudly. 

“Going back home?” Jeanne asked in- 
credulously. “Are you crazy?” 

“T must have been,” I said as I saw vi- 
sions of my beautiful Marion and our three 


kids, THE END 


“T must have been.” 





Hollywood To Harlem (Continued from Page 7) 


with B. B. King, the blues band leader. 

The 13-year-old leader of a Teen- 
age singing group hasn’t been well 
lately ... suffering from a big head. 
Those cute little 4, 6 and 8-year-old 

dancing Powell Brothers were taught by 
their father, a professional dancer featured 
with the Hat-Tray-and-Cane Trio. High- 
light of the kids’ act is twirling the trays 
and canes. The Phineas Newborn modern 
jazz quartet is quite a family affair. Young- 
er brother Calvin plays guitar, and poppa, 
who gave up his band in Memphis to join 
his pianist son, has settled for business 
manager . . . cause they wouldn’t let him 
play the drums. 

Readers of the Billie Holiday auto- 
biography will miss out on the facts 
behind her close friendship with the 
fabulous Tallulah Bankhead. Tallu- 
lah has forced the publishers of the 
book to delete all references to her. 
Johnny Newton, actor Sidney Poitier’s 

partner in a chain of New York barbecues, 
has opened his own restaurant in Pensa- 
cola, Florida. 


Dorothy Dandridge, star of “Carmen 
Jones,” is making her next movie in Paris. 


Modern trumpet star Miles Davis’ most 
passionate admirer is a beautiful, blonde 
New York press agent. 

“Queen of the Blues” Dinah Washington 
and “The Divine One” Sarah Vaughan are 
hotter than the Hatfields and McCoys. 
: y 
Dinah is accompanying herself on stage 

panying g 
and so’s Sarah. The feuding is all about 
who did it first. 

Balladeer Harry Belafonte has 
playing his own guitar ... while Millard 
Thomas was engaged in another booking. 

5 +) 

For the Tempus Fugits Dept: Herbert 

Coleman, who appeared in the Broadwa 

PI y 

“e 4 _ ” 

play “Lost in the Stars” seven years ago 

... atten years old and stopped the show 

with his singing has made his night 

club debut in downtown New York. 
What theatre agents don’t know 

photograph of 


been 


about the unusual 
himself actor P. Jay Sidney has been 
passing around, is that he shoots 
them himself. He’s 
shutter-bug and his own best model. 
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Lionel Hampton, touring again 


by popular demand, 
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IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 


Wm. J. Brandt's 
LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 
hair in 10 to 30 












gray. It is liquid. 
One application 
with a + 
or swab it. 
. No mess. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


No one will suspect ag ee has been dyed 
it soft and as a color — no > gpa 
spots—just a un properly 
WILL N NOT. TURN. “THE HAIR REDDISH 
It will not rub off. It stays on several 
Shampooing, e: Oa ig, sun, permanent wavin 
curling or ightening iron—nothing takes it o 
You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or 
how cau: 
Wonderful for renecded, U 
You can put it on just oon need 
over other dyes or wher 
used. Does not break thet hair. 
FERE vy tA foe WAVING. 
nm each box in ae and Spanish. CAUTIO 
as directed on 1 ** Colors: _ Black. Dark Brown, 
Medium Brown, Light Brown, 
(in ae please state color desired), ice: r 
x, $3 cash with order or $3. <S C.0.D. (including 
Federal tax). Order through your department store, 
druggist or from us. Give ° sae local address. Money 
back if not entirely satisfied 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-8. 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 
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@ Send your songs of poems today. 
Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 


HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 


1609 Vista Del Mar, Dept. J Hollywood 28, Calif, 


TO THE WRITER 
OF BEST SONG 
SELECTED 
EACH MONTH 
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Be first on your beach in Clingfit elasticized knit 
Bikini, l-piece or hi-neck Sheath! Mens matching 
Briefers too! Only $425-$7.with discounts. Cant 
get these in stores. FREE =: CATALOG +swatches 
Be aHIT this summer by sending postcard right now, 
CLINGFIT CO. Devt T8 44 E. Superior St. Chicaco n’ 








Start to 


ay. Piano 


with BOTH HANDS 
the Dean Ross way 






THOUSANDS HAVE LEARNED 
TO PLAY THIS FAST, EASY A-B-C WAY 
You, too, can play simple songs with both hands within 
minutes! With the amazing invention JT 
MATIC CHORD SELECTOR, there’s nothing to it. This is 
no trick method. You actually learn to read and play from 
notes. You a to play otmete. ee — songs with 
your right hand the minute you sit at iano. And, the 
patented AUTOMATIC CH ORD. SeLecton enables you to 
strike beautiful, simple, resonant bass chord accompani- 
ments with your left hand + immediately! No tedious 
scales, no boring exercises, no dreary practice. You prac- 
tice the Dean Ross way by playing familiar melodies en- 
joyed by everyone, Sooner than you thought possible you’re 
playing hit = numbers, or hymns, or beautiful old 
ballads . . in all three! For most of these, the sheet music 
is now prin ted with chord symbols to which the AUTO- 
MATIC cuoro SELECTOR is adaptable. Send for this mar- 
velous Dean Ross piano course today. — fa 30 
illustrated lessons, 50 songs, words an 
ean Ross rrangements, and the patented” UTOMATIC 
CHORD SELECTOR. Only $2.98 complete. You have noth- 
ing to lose and popularity and fun to gain, so mail the 
tas amo es cape now! 
eee ee 
enn » Rese. Piano § Studion, Inc., . t. K-623 
45 West 45th Street, N York 3 
Send Piano Course of 30 illustrated lessons, 50 songs, and 
Patented Automatic Chord Selector. da 
percenagy just $2.98 plus postage. If not deligh » may 
Course in 10 days for ay ey oe price refund, The 
aaasanedan Chord Selector is mine to keep. 


0 Save SSc! Send $2.98 now, we pay post. Same guarantee. 
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back in New York, my home town—New 

York. Some people like New York for its 

cosmopolitan atmosphere—others for its 

skyline. There are a million different rea- 
sons why people like The City. My reason, 
from the time I was a too-alert teen-ager, 
was somewhat unique. I liked New York 
because to me it represented the greatest 
opportunity in the world to be successful. 
I'd been born and brought up believing 
that New Yorkers were superior to other 
less fortunate Americans; that people from 
other places were supposed to pay homage 
to and cater to the almighty New Yorker. 

I was doing all right in New York when 
Jack came on the scene. I was nineteen 
and already had found my place in life. 
At least, that’s what I believed. Show busi- 
ness was my place. I was going to be a 
star. I saw no reason why I shouldn’t be- 
come a star. I had a passably attractive 
face, a sensational figure and one of those 
sent-from-heaven voices which defies all 
rules of the book and scientific analysis. 

I was just born with the ability to sing 
like some sort of happy bird. As a young- 
ster I had sung myself into church choir, 
into the hearts of everyone around me. 

{nd, at nineteen, I had sung myself into 
the Gypsy Village Club and the heart of 
Al Martin. 

Mom and Dad had conniptions when I 
announced that Al had agreed to hire me 
as a vocalist with the trio at the Gypsy Vil- 
lage. 

I could understand their consternation. 
For as long as I could remember, Dad 
had been saving his money to send me to 
Europe to study at a fine conservatory. He 
had images of me replacing Marian Ander- 
son as a top diva or something of the sort. 
I had different images. 

Al Martin helped my images along. Al 
\lartin was one of those pudgy, money- 
coining businessmen who live for two pas- 
sions—to find another way to earn another 
fast dollar and to invent another technique 
to acquire another girl. Al was in between 
affairs when his hot eyes first lit on me. It 
was all over town how a certain chorine 
had put him down in order to negotiate a 
espectable marriage. No one really felt 
sorry for Al even though he had lavished 
every luxury on his dear, departed love. 
rhe chorine was marrying someone with 
just as much money, if not more, than Al 
had and we all figured that any heartbreak 
\l sustained would be swiftly forgotten in 
a new romance, 

I hadn’t the faintest dream I’d be it— 
that is, until the night I decided to partici- 
pate in the Talent Show held each Monday 
at Al’s spot. 

Winning the ten dollar first prize at the 
Talent Show didn’t do too much for my ego 
(which was pretty healthy already) for 
there was a pretty miserable crop of con- 
tenders vying for honors. What did excite 
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Captive Wife (Continued from Page 23) 


me, however, was the ill-concealed atten- 

tion I received from the boss himself from 

the minute I walked on the little stage. I 

wasn’t the wildest gal on 13l1st street, but 

I'd certainly had my share of experience. 

I knew how to recognize the call in the 
eyes of a panting male when I saw it. Al 

Martin was sitting on the edge of one of 
the barstools, doing quiet flips. I decided 
to take advantage of that. 

I used every trick in the bag—the little 
gimmicks women have been employing for 
years to sew up the interested hunter. I 
smiled at Al sweetly, sang directly at him 
—or to him—whatever you might call it. 
I gave him the works—and he responded 
exactly the way he was supposed to re- 
spond. 

I'd scarcely come off stage when Al was 
at my elbow. He was a shifty-eyed little 
man who'd never been able to conquer an 
inferiority complex in spite of the big for- 
tune he’d amassed by selling gallons of 
liquor in half a dozen night spots around 
the city. 

“T want to congratulate you, young 
lady,” he offered nervously. “You’ve got a 
lot of talent.” 

I had to make an effort to conceal my 
distaste at his roving inspection of my “tal- 
ent.” 

I gave him my best personality smile 
and a counterfeit attempt at a humble at- 
titude. 

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Martin,” I cooed. 
“Coming from you, that’s a real compli- 
ment. I’m awfully flattered to be allowed 
to sing in your place—even if it was just 
on an amateur show.” 

Al looked away nervously, then invited 
me to have a “little taste” with him. 

“Oh, I don’t drink anything at all,” I 
said with regretful shyness. “But I’d just 
love to sip some ginger ale and sit and talk 
with you. I’ve always wanted to talk with 
you.” 

“You have?” he demanded joyfully. 

I was almost disgusted at his little boy 
enthusiasm. Amazing, I thought, how sim- 
ple it is to wrap an important man like 
this around your finger if you just knew 
what you were doing. 

All eyes were focused on me as I left 
Martin momentarily, went over to the table 
of kids who I’d come with, excused myself 
and returned to sit at a cozy little nook for 
two with the fabulous Al Martin. 

Fifteen minutes in that little nook let me 
know that Al was out of his league with 
me. He’d been dealing with the kind of 
girls who didn’t believe in subtlety or in 
the long-range type of game I had decided 
to play. My role was that of the soul of 
innocence, a wide-eyed young thing, tickled 
to death to be in his company and sin- 
cerely convinced that he was interested first 
and foremost in my vocal ability. I pre- 
tended not to understand his clumsy at- 


tempts at hinting of our getting together 
in more private quarters, treated as though 

I believed he was the fairy godfather sent 

to apply a magic wand to my life. 

One of the characteristic things about 
Al Martin was that he scarcely drank the 
liquor he sold. But, that night, he hit the 
bottle heavily. The higher he got, the more 
sentimental he waxed. I thought I would 
drown in ginger ale before the night was 
over—for I insisted on sticking with my 
non-alcoholic schedule. 

“You’re a pretty girl, Jeannie,” Al told 
me along about two in the morning. “Fact, 
you're a beautiful girl. I once had a beau- 
tiful girlk Margie. You know Margie. 
Beautiful. Gave her everything. But she 
quit me, walked out on me. Guess I just 
wasn’t meant to be happy, huh Jeannie, 
Huh, Jeannie. You know what—you could 
make somebody like me happy.” 

“Oh, Mr. Martin,” I giggled foolishly. 
“You'll make me conceited, the way you 
talk. Why, I could never hope to mean 
anything to an important man like you. 
I’m sorry about you and Margie though. 
Some girls just don’t know when they're 
well off. Imagine giving up someone as 
nice and generous as you for anything else 
in the world. I'll bet she just didn’t under. 
stand you, Mr. Martin.” 

“Thash it,” Al came back with apprecia- 
tive melancholy. “Just didn’t understand, 
Would you understand me, Jeannie?” 

I lowered my eyes modestly. 

The game went like that for another half- 
hour. I decided to make believe I was horri- 
fied at the lateness of the hour and insisted 
I had to leave. Al begged me to let him 
drive me home. I was apprehensive about 
how he’d do behind a wheel in his condi- 
tion, but I couldn’t resist the chance to 
share the luxury of that big, long custom- 
built Packard which was his trademark in 
every Harlem neighborhood. 

Al was broodingly silent all the way to 
my home. But when we got in front of the 
door, he parked sloppily, switched off the 
ignition and lights and _ reached out 
hungrily to take me in his arms. 

I had a fast decision to make. Al Martin 
had absolutely no physical attraction, as 
far as I was concerned. And yet, he was 
the man who could get me started on my 
road to a career. Would I gain more by 
playing coy, by getting indignant or by 
giving in. A warning voice told me to give 
in. I let him kiss me, but when he began 
to get bolder, I drew away from him. 

“Now, Mr. Martin,” I warned. “That 
isn’t nice. I’m a nice girl.” 

“Sure are,” he agreed drunkenly. “Sure 
are nice. Why can’t you give lil ole Al 
a break, honey?” 

This was the time for my pitch. I took 
off the guise of innocence. 

I leaned over and held Al’s face in my 
hand, looked him in the eye with what I 
hoped was gentle, tender fondness. 

“Mr. Martin, why don’t you give little 
me a break, if you really like me that 
much?” I demanded. 
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His eyes widened. 

“Whaddya mean, Jeannie?” he asked. 

I plunged. 

“I want to work for you—at the Gypsy 
Village. I want to sing with the trio,” I 
said. “I’ll work hard and I'll draw more 
people there than you're getting now. 
Please, Mr. Martin. I like you very much 
and if I can get this break that'll bring us 
closer together.” 


FEW KISSES and sloppy caresses 
later, I emerged from the Packard. I 
had a job and a date—for dinner—at Al 
Martin’s apartment the following evening. 
« That’s the way I got in show business. 
A lot of talk got around about me and 
Al. That’s when Dad and Mom went on 
the warpath. Mom wasn’t too bad. She 
didn’t suspect what was going on and she 
wanted me to do all the things I wanted 
to do. But Dad put his foot down flat. 
I'd either quit the Gypsy Village job, he 
declared, or get out from under his roof. 

I didn’t really want to leave home. After 
only three dates with Al Martin, during 
which I’d managed to hold him off with a 
few well-spaced kisses and a lot of strategy, 
he was pressuring me to let him get me an 
apartment and “do all the things for you 
I did for Margie.” As long as I remained 
under the protection of my parents’ roof, 
I could always fall back on my innocent, 
young thing pose and delay the day of 
reckoning with Al. I wasn’t hesitating to 
give in to him absolutely on any moral 
premises, but because I hadn’t been able 
to conquer my distaste for having an affair 
with a horribly ardent little fat man who I 
didn’t love—or even like. But Dad acted 
up so violently that the break with the 
family finally came about. 

“'m moving out—getting my own place, 
Dad,” I told him defiantly one day. 

Then it came out that Dad really knew 
the score—or at least suspected what was 
going on. He shook his finger in my face. 

“That Al Martin character isn’t a bit of 
good for you, Jean,” he told me severely. 
“You can move if you want to. but if I ever 
prove that there’s anything between you 
and him, I’ll kill him, so help me. As it is, 
I could make plenty of trouble. You’re not 
of age yet. Don’t forget that.” 

I decided not to listen to Dad, but I also 
decided not to let Al know I was leaving 
home. Actually, I wasn’t interested—at the 
time—in taking advantage of all Al’s 
tempting offers of money, an apartment, 
jewelry, a car and maid. I justified my 
conduct with him with the argument that 
all I was after was a start in show busi- 
ness; that, after I’d been working at his 
spot a little while, I’d be able to go on and 
make my own connections to go further. 
A lot of important people in the business 
came into the Village. 

I had pangs of bad conscience and fear 
when I moved from home into a small, 
neat furnished room up on the Hill. But 
I was determined to carry out my program, 
no matter what it cost. 


As is true with most influential men with 
money, Al Martin had his own elaborate 
spy system of people who would take him 
information for a drink, for a couple of 
dollars or simply to keep in good with him. 
I hadn’t been living by myself for a week 
before he found it out. That was when he 
really applied the pressure. 

“You’re jiving me around, Jeannie,” Al 
accused me the night he revealed that he 
knew I had my own place. “I want to be 
nice to you, but you try to be slick about 
things. I may seem stupid, baby, but I’m 
not the type to be played with.” 

Al’s words petrified me with fear. I was 
realizing my fondest dream, singing at the 
Gypsy Village. I was gaining experience 
and assurance and meeting people who 
could be of help to me. The boys in the 
trio were awfully sweet, working with me, 
helping me pick new material, even sup- 
plying arrangements. Most important of 
all, the customers liked me and word was 
spreading about the spot’s new vocalist. 
I knew that, if it hadn’t been for the per- 
sonal situation between Al and me, I would 
have nothing to fear. I also knew that Al 
Martin was the type of person to cut off 
his nose to spite his face. And he had 
enough money to be able to afford to be 
that type of person. I knew that if he ever 
became convinced that he couldn’t have 
me, he would get rid of me in a minute. 

Well, I'd come this far and, to my way 
of thinking, there was no point in turning 
back just for some unimportant qualms of 
conscience or simply because I wasn’t in 
love with Al or even attracted to him. 
I made up my mind to let him be “nice” 
to me. 

And, of course, that meant being nice 
to him. 

I’d been at the Gypsy Village three 
months when Al moved me into a beautiful 
apartment in Greenwich Village. Of course, 
there were two sets of keys. I'll admit that 
I was pretty tortured in mind at first with 
the full realization of what I was doing. 
But a healthy pay raise, gifts of expensive 
clothes and jewelry sort of eased the bur- 
den. When my twentieth birthday rolled 
around and Al took me downstairs to the 
street to feast my eyes on a spanking new 
baby blue Chrysler convertible—his birth- 
day gift to me—I came pretty close to fall- 
ing in love with the guy—or at least, I 





thought so. 

He wasn’t so bad, after all. One thing 
about him that appealed to my sense of pity 
was his constant search for reassurance— 
his need to establish that someone could 
love him for himself, and not for what he 
had to offer. 

Birthdays seemed to mark stages in my 
life. It was on my twenty-first birthday 
that I met Jackie. By this time, naturally, 
it was an accepted fact that Jeannie Mason, 
the Village vocalist, was Al Martin’s pri- 
vate property. We didn’t even try to main- 
tain any pretense about that any more. 
I was fairly well contented except for one 
thing. I'd lost all contact with my family. 
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Mom and Dad had found out definitely 
what was going on. I think that Mom 
probably wanted to see me, from time to 
time, or to get in touch with me, but Dad’s 
heart was broken. I heard he had vowed 
that he regretted the day he had become 
a father. 

Being Al Martin’s girl had its disad- 
vantages. For one thing, Al wielded a great 
deal of power in Harlem. Actual violence 
had been known to be visited upon per- 
sons who had crossed him. Everyone gave 
Al’s women wide berth. I had no friends 
at all—only acquaintances. That was the 
way Al wanted me—fenced in and isolated 
from everything and everyone but him. 

The night of my birthday, Al threw a 
terrific party in my honor at the club. 
Everything was on the house—food, drinks 
—even cigarettes. He took me aside, mid- 
way in the party, and handed me a cute 
sealskin wallet and a carefully-wrapped 
box. The wallet contained a crisp thousand 
dollar bill, the box a blindingly beautiful 
diamond ring. 

“Ain’t so bad being my girl, huh, 
honey?” he beamed as I raved about my 
gifts and kissed him gratefully. I was 
drinking that night—not ginger ale—but 
champagne. Lots of it. I was high—a 
new feeling for me and my emotions— 
abetted by the champagne—were divided 
between happiness over the party and my 
gifts—and unhappiness at the realization 
that this was my second birthday away 
from home and without actual friends. 

In the haze of my champagne. in the 
midst of this conflict of emotions, I got my 
first glimpse of Jackie. 

! must tell you a peculiar prejudice of 
mine. Ever since the first days of my aware- 
ness of the opposite sex, I have detested 
pretty men. When I was a high school 
student. I deliberately avoided pretty boys. 
This might be a silly reason—or no reason 

but the fact is that the first time I ever 
fell in love—at age fifteen—I fell desper- 
ately for a beautiful boy in my history class. 
He was an arrogant, utterly conceited 
and perfectly hopeless youngster who 
had nothing but his looks to contribute 
to society. But I didn’t know that and I 
had a pretty bad time of it, being in love 
with him for a goed six months. Once he 
discovered my secret, this handsome young 
fool really put me through the hoops. He 
found dozens of different ways—all petty 
and cruel—to make a fool out of me and to 
demonstrate to our classmates that I was 
the victim of his charms. I hung on breath- 
lessly anyhow—hoping and unable to real- 
ize what a mess the whole thing was. When 
[ did finally awake to the facts of life, it 
was with a solemn vow that I would never 
have anything to do with “pretty boys.” 
From what I had seen of them, in the years 
that followed, I got no cause to change my 
resolve. I'd discovered that, almost with- 
out exception, the men with looks were so 
fond of themselves that it left no room for 
anyone else to truly like them. 

Jackie was a pretty boy. This I noted 
at first glance. When I glimpsed him first, 
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I knew that this was a new face in the 
Gypsy Village. He was standing, leaning 
carelessly with one elbow on the bar. He 
was directly opposite me as I sat in a booth 
talking merrily with the boys in the trio. 
The birthday party was going full blast 
and this strange young man seemed to be 
the only one not involved in some activity. 
Correction—he was involved in an activity 
—staring at me. 

I took in his light copper skin, beautiful 
brown eyes, his dark wavy hair, the proud 
set of shoulder, classically clean features 
and a look of lean, quick strength and con- 
fidence. 

I sneered mentally. Another pretty boy. 

I was a bit annoyed by the level, uncom- 
promising nature of his gaze which didn’t 
falter when my eyes met his. 

I didn’t get a chance to think about him 
any more at the moment. For someone had 
set up a cry for me to do a special set of 
requests in honor of my own birthday. I 
felt good, felt like singing anyhow. So I 
went up on the stand and the trio and I had 
a real, honest-to-goodness session. It was 
one of those impromptu things that happen 
on rare occasions when musicians get to- 
gether and do everything musically they’ve 
ever wanted to do, regardless of the rules. 
It wasn’t a performance, it was a session. 
I can remember few times in my life when 
I’ve. sung as well and with as much sin- 
cerity as that night. 

One thing helped me to sing that well. 
After the second or third number, looking 
down into my audience, I again caught 
sight of Jackie and a very peculiar thing 
happened. You really have to be a per- 
former to understand this—or maybe you 
don’t. Every so often, when a performer 
is working, he or she encounters one single 
person in an audience with whom an un- 
spoken language is carried out. Some- 
thing in the attention given, something in 
the message conveyed by the eyes, makes 
you aware that here is an admirer, a per- 
son who understands and approves of what 
you are doing, the thing you are trying to 
convey. 


HAT’S WHAT HAPPENED between 

Jackie and me as he sat there, his brown 
eyes riveted on me as if nothing else ex- 
isted. It wasn’t a stare of slavish adora- 
tion, but a toe-to-toe, equal basis meeting 
of his personality and mine. I felt a fool- 
ish, embarrassing, challenging kind of 
pleasure because of it and the only re- 
sponse, the only gratitude I could give was 
to do even better than I was doing. So I 
sang my heart out and I did it for this 
strange, rapt boy who I disliked because 
he was pretty. 

The customers mobbed around me when 
I came off the bandstand. thanking me, 
congratulating me, wishing me “many 
happy returns.” I searched among them 
for the handsome stranger. He was still 
sitting in the same place where he had been 
when I was singing. I got out of the crowd 
and strolled over to him. I didn’t know 
why I was doing it. I just had to. 





He turned on his stool as if he’d been 
expecting me. 

His eyes were very solemn. 

“You know, you’re good,” he told me. 

I was touched by the simplicity of the 
compliment. 

“Thank you—lots,” I said. “You’re an 
awfully good audience.” 

“Wait.” he said with a frightening in. 
tensity. “Don’t brush me off with that gra- 
cious business. I’m not just saying you're 
good to be saying it. You really are. | 
mean—well, what I mean is—you ought to 
be heard—all over, by everybody. And I'd 
never heard you or heard of you before 
tonight. Why?” 4 

His insistence almost made me uncom. 
fortable. 

“Gosh, you make a person feel wonder. 
ful.” I told him. “I wish there were a 
coupla thousand who felt like you—or even 
some recording company bigshot or big. 
time booking agent.” 

He nodded. 

“That’s what I mean,” he agreed. “You 
should be on records or singing in some 
bigtime club or on Broadway.” 

I peered at him closely. Maybe, after 
all, he was high. He didn’t look it and I 
hadn’t seen him paying much attention to 
his half-consumed beer. 

“By the way,” he told me, “I ought to 
tell you my name. It’s Jackie Hastings, 
How about a drink?” 

I hesitated. I wondered where Al was 
with his constantly roving eyes. 

“Sure, why not?” I accepted, sitting next 
to him. “You a musician?” 

He smiled. His smile was devastating. 

“That’s a funny thing,” Jackie replied. 
“T never studied music, don’t know any- 
thing about it really—but I’m a _ profes. 
sional audience. That is, I mean, I think 
I have the ability to know when something 
is good and also to know when it’s commer: 
cial—when it’s something lots of other peo- 
ple like me would go for. I just go around 
to all the places I hear about and listen. 
I listen to bands. singers. And, believe me, 
I’ve heard some good things. But I never 
heard anyone as good as you—that is, any- 
one who isn’t being acclaimed by the 
world.” 

In spite of my prejudice, I found myself 
being drawn into an intriguing conversa- 
tion with this earnest boy. It was a pecu- 
liar conversation, peculiar because it was 50 
easy and informal—somehow like we were 
old friends who had met again—or two 
people who had known each other for 
years. 

Jackie questioned me closely about my 
tender career. Without my realizing he was 
doing it, he began extracting from me con 
fessions of what I really wanted to do, 
where I really wanted to go in show busi 
ness. 

We must have talked better than an 
hour. Then I caught sight of Al hovering 








impatiently in the background. 
“I'd better leave you now,” I told Jackie 


reluctantly. 
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“I'll be back in to see you,”’ he promised. 
For some reason, I didn’t believe him 
and I found myself regretting that, as I 
thought, I'd never see him again. He 
seemed to be a nice kid. 

I underestimated Jackie’s ability to keep 
a promise. Not only did he return the fol- 
lowing weekend, but he brought along with 
him a companion, a fellow about his own 
age. 

“This is Harry Marshall.” Jackie told me. 
“Harry’s a clerk in the office of Eton Rec- 
ords. Pretty good label, you know. I’ve 
been talking Harry to death about coming 
over to listen to you. What I’m after is 
getting him to bring his boss in—the A. 
and R. man from Eton.” 

“Wonderful to meet you, Harry,” I greet- 
ed Jackie’s friend. Then turning to Jackie, 
“You’re a regular agent, aren’t you. I sure 
appreciate it.” 

Harry Marshall’s verdict about me was 
the same as Jackie’s. He promised to talk 
to his boss. I was touched and grateful to 
Jackie, but I don’t really believe I thought 
anything would come of all this, nor did I 
stop to think of what a difference it would 
make in my comfortable. well-planned life 
to start moving up in show business. 

Jackie came around pretty often and Al, 
who had sharp eyes on all occasions, began 
to question me about him. 

“He’s just a sweet kid who likes my sing- 
ing. Al.” I said casually. 

Evidently, Al’s spy system was already 
back in operation—only I wasn’t prepared 
for that—nor for the disaster which hap- 
pened several nights later. 

One night, just as I took the stage over, 
I restrained a quick gasp when I saw Jack- 
ie, his buddy, Harry Marshall. and a brisk 
business-like-looking gentleman. of middle 
age, enter the club. I knew this was it. 
Jackie had warned me that the fateful 
individual might turn up unexpectedly. I 
braced myself to keep down any nervous- 
ness, prepared to give with my very best. 

Halfway through my first song. I began 
to get a premonition when I saw Al work- 
ing his way quietly to the bar. Al stood 
right next to Jackie and. within a few sec- 
onds, was talking with him earnestly. The 
gentleman was looking on. I was deeply 
curious about what was happening and an- 
noyed because Al was distracting attention 
from my work. 

A couple of minutes later, before I’d 
even half finished my set. I was amazed to 
see Jackie and his party leaving. Jackie 
was looking straight ahead and I had the 
definite feeling that he was angry. I don’t 
know how I managed to finish my set with- 
out cracking up. But the minute I was 
through, I found Al. 

“What did you say to those people? Why 
did they leave so suddenly?” I demanded 
furiously. I had no fear of him whatsoever. 
I was burning with rage, for I had a fairly 
good idea of what had happened. 

Al tried to cool me down, insisted that 
he had only exchanged friendly conversa- 
tion with Jackie and the other two. 








“Maybe they didn’t think you were good 
enough to make records, yet, darling,” he 
said with gently vicious sarcasm. “By the 
way,” he added, “I agree with them—and 
when I think you are ready, I have my own 
connections to get you recorded. You don’t 
have to go to strangers.” 

I was choked with frustrated rage. I 
didn’t know what Al had done to cheat me 
of a chance at going ahead. But I knew 
he had done something. I began to really 
realize what a trapped victim I was— 
caught in the powerful clutches of a jeal- 
ous maniac who, for his own selfish reasons, 
wanted to keep me in his grasp. 

There wasn’t anything I could do. I 
didn’t know how to get in touch with 
Jackie and I'd feel pretty foolish trying 
to contact the record company. I resigned 
myself to slipping back into the same old 
routine. One night, a week later, however, 
I received a phone call—something un- 
usual for me. 

“Jeannie.” an unfamiliar 
phone, anyhow—said, “This is Jackie. 
Pave 

“T’ve got to see you,” I almost screamed 
“T’ve got to know what 


voice—by 


over the phone. 
happened the other night—why you left.” 

“Didn’t your boy friend tell you?” Jack- 
ie asked almost savagely. 

I couldn’t answer momentarily. So, that 
was it. Al had told Jackie and his friends 
that I belonged to him. I had to know what 
else he had told them. I had a tough time 
convincing Jackie that he should meet me 
in a restaurant several blocks away, in be- 
tween sets. He insisted that he had only 
called to apologize for walking out so ab- 
ruptly. I could tell by his manner, how- 
ever. that he had evidently decided I wasn’t 
the kind of person he wanted to know. I 
finally made him agree to meet me. 

I slipped away when Al went off on a 
business call. Jackie was waiting for me. 
the pleasant expression I associated with 
him, completely gone. He looked really 
cloudy. 

We exchanged a few preliminary words, 
Jackie’s stiff, mine with an attempt at cas- 
ualness. Then, unable to wait any longer, 
I demanded an explanation of his depar- 
ture that night. 

Jackie shot me a steely look, then let me 
have it with both barrels. 

“T’ve made mistakes in judgment in my 
young life.” he began. “But never a lulu 
like this. I took you for a nice, decent kid. 
I didn’t see how you could be anything else 
and sing like that. I wanted to help you. 
I knocked myself out trying and you made 
a fool of me. I didn’t ask you your per- 
sonal business—but since your boy friend 
who brags about how well he keeps you and 
how you don’t need any help or money— 
since he has you all tied up in a contract 
where you can’t even move, you might have 
been decent enough to tell me. Then, if I’d 
wanted to try to do business with him— 
don’t—I’d known 
I'd at least have had sense 


which I at least have 


where’ I stood. 
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enough not to waste the important time of 
an executive of a record company.” 

I stared unbelievingly at Jackie. I knew 
\] was capable of some pretty raw things. 
But I hadn’t believed even he would sink 
that low. 

Funny thing. At that point, too, I 
stopped feeling sorry for myself. I stopped 
thinking about what Al had done to sabo- 
tage my career. For, a stunning realization 
was forming in my brain. Jackie’s anger 
wasn’t mainly over the frustration of his 
attempt to aid me. Jackie was enraged with 
jealousy. Jackie was jealous. Jackie liked 

maybe loved me. 

At first the thought put me into a trans- 
port of joy. Then, I felt cheap, ashamed 
and hurt. How could I ever deserve to be 
loved by a sweet, clean kid like him? The 
thought of it made me defensive. 

I lied to Jackie. I lied with all the elo- 
quence at my command. I portrayed Al 
as a scheming, evil man who was trying to 
make a bad girl out of me. I pretended 
that I lived in perfect horror, trying to 
outwit him, trying to keep my job until I 
could find another. I put on a magnificent 
scene and Jackie fell for it, hook, line and 
sinker. His whole attitude changed. He 
apologized for his hasty judgement. He 
told me manfully that he and I must work 
together and plan secretly to get me away 
from the Gypsy Village. We made a date 
for the following afternoon—ostensibly to 
talk over my emancipation. I didn’t dare 
invite him to my apartment. Al had a key 
and besides, I wouldn’t know low to ex- 
plain how an ordinary working girl paid 
for the kind of layout I had. 

I don’t know why I didn’t face up to the 
fact that the farce I had begun with Jackie 
couldn’t be maintained. I don’t know why 
I just didn’t let him go his way. Maybe I 
was trying to hold on to the one fresh, 
wholesome thing which had come into my 
life in the past two years—Jackie’s almost 
pitifully evident adoration of me. Anyhow, 
we saw each other more and more fre- 
quently as the days went by. I found all 
sorts of excuses to explain my absences 
from the apartment to Al. Jackie couldn’t 
understand why I’d never let him take me 
all the way home or come back to the club. 
He tried often to get down to cases about 
how I was to get away from Al Martin. I 
found ways to delay a showdown. I wanted 
to keep my security as Al’s kept woman. 
But I also wanted Jackie’s companionship 
and admiration. 

I didn’t realize that love was a two-way 
street—that I cared for Jackie as intensely 
as he cared for me. I didn’t realize it until 
the night I took off from work, pretending 
tlrat I had to go out of town with my parents 
on an emergency which had caused them 
to break their silence. I took the night off 
to enjoy one whole, beautiful evening with 
Jackie. I grew so young that night in his 
company. I knew what it was like again 
to be young, to feel, for the moment, un- 
shackled, to have dinner in a delightful, 
inexpensive place in the Fifties, to see a 
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show, to go to a small club and drink slow, 
long, cool drinks, to hold hands with 
Jackie, to dance in a pink, heavenly whirl. 

In the taxi on the way home, I suddenly 
realized I couldn’t let Jackie take me to 
my door. I suddenly realized that there 
was no sensible excuse I could make at 
that hour. Most of all, I realized that I 
didn’t want to leave Jackie that night— 
that I wanted to be with him—wanted to 
be with him with all my body and all my 
heart. 

I found the boldness suddenly to whisper 
something in his ear. 

“You want to go there?” He jerked away 
from me in amazement. 

I nodded dumbly. His eyes held mine 
for a minute, then he gave the cab driver 
instructions. 


FEW MINUTES LATER, we were 
registered in a hotel as man and wife. 

In the darkness, I turned to Jackie with 
a little cry. I think the night was as long 
as eternity, as short as a breath. I know 
it was as wonderful as sunshine and cloud- 
burst and pounding, throbbing storm. I 
knew that I had never known love before, 
that arms which had held me had only 
held me in mockery of love. I knew that 
kisses which had sought my lips were 
empty caresses compared to the kisses 
Jackie left on my cheeks, my eyes, my lips 
and my throat. 

And in the morning, I awakened to revel 
in it all, only to remember—tomorrow had 
arrived. 

“Now,” Jackie told me as we had break- 
fast in a small restaurant. “Now, it’s all 
settled. You’ve got to get away from that 
joint. You’ve got to make your mind up. 
You belong to me now.” 

Eyes blind with love, I nodded dumbly. 
Eyes blind with love and perhaps clouded 
with the tears I was holding back—tears 
because I was becoming more and more 
conscious of the horror of my situation. 
How would I ever get things straight? 

The next day came the crisis. Al stayed 
over in my apartment that night, swearing 
he had missed me so terribly the one night 
I'd been off. The following morning, I 
was fixing breakfast for Al when the bell 
rang. I was expecting my insurance man 
and answered the bell unsuspectingly. I 
stood there in the doorway of the apart- 
ment in my pajamas and robe. Before I 
could open my mouth in horror, Jackie 
burst into sight. He was excited. He 
rushed past me, through the doorway and 
froze with disbelief as he saw Al sitting 
in an easy chair in the living room—Al in 
his pajamas and robe. Al reading a paper 
and looking as domestic as a house cat. 

Al stared at Jackie and Jackie stared at 
Al. I wanted to die. Why had he come 
here? How had he found out where I 
lived? 

Jackie turned a look of cold hate toward 
me—cold hate and utter contempt. 

“Sorry,” he muttered, through clenched 


teeth. “I didn’t mean to break up your 
little breakfast party.” 

Then he was out the door and gone. 

I stood, petrified in the doorway, watch- 
ing him go. Then I heard behind me an 
animal noise, an ugly raucous noise. Al 
was laughing hoarsely, laughing uproari- 
ously. I turned and walked to him like 
a woman in a dream. I stood in front of 
him and slapped his face hard on the left 
cheek, hard on the right cheek. I stood 
there calmly, watching the surprise and 
fear spread over his pudgy face. I whirled 
and went into the bedroom, locked the 
door, lay down across the bed and stared 
at the ceiling. I couldn’t cry. You don’t 
cry sometimes when your heart is broken. 
You can’t. 

I don’t know when Al left. But I know 
he did. I don’t know how long I lay there 
on the bed. But somewhere, in that deep 
vacuum of time, I shuddered back to life 
to hear a terrific pounding on my front 
door. I went to the door and opened it. 
Jackie stood there again. His eyes were 
staring and wild. 

He didn’t ask to come in. He shouldered 
his way into the apartment and looked 
around, obviously searching for Al. 

“He’s gone.” I said flatly. 

“Tt’s just as well.” Jackie told me. Then 
he walked over to me and held me at arm’s 
length. He began to talk in slow, delib- 
erate tones. 

“T came here this morning with good 
news.” Jackie said. “I had arranged an 
audition for you with the same man from 
Eton Records. He was going to let you 
come to the studio and try out. I couldn’t 
wait to call you at the club. I had to see 
you right away. I scoured the neighborhood 
until I located someone who worked at 
the club and knew your address. I came 
bursting up here, full of enthusiasm. I 
felt this was our big break. So, what did 
I find? I found that everything I’d been 
told about you was true—even the things 
Al Martin told me. I found out that you’d 
lied to me and deceived me like I’ve never 
been deceived before. When I first discov- 
ered it. I wanted to kill you and Al Martin 
too. Then, I rushed out of here, never 
wanting to see you again as long as I lived. 
But I’ve changed my mind. I’ve decided 
that I’m not going to give you up. I love 
you. I love you truly, even if you are 
rotten and cheap. And I love that beauti- 
ful voice of yours—that sounds like an 
angel. I don’t know whether you love me. 
I doubt it. You’re in love with money and 
fine clothes. Well, I can show you how to 
get them—honest. I’m going to take you 
away from this apartment—today, now. 
I’m going to get you a hotel room and we're 
going to get a marriage license. You're 
going to leave all these fine clothes, your 
jewelry and your car because you're going 
into a new life—a life with me. I don't 
want your love—not now—not until you 
think you’re ready to love someone really. 
All I want is your obedience because I'm 
going to make you a star. Then when I've 
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done that, if you want to go back on your 
own, you can. But, at least you'll be re- 
spectable and not a kept woman.” 
Jackie stood, waiting for my reply. 
Maybe stranger proposals of marriage 


have been made, but I haven’t heard of 
them. I wanted to tell him to go to the 
devil. I wanted to ask him how much of 


a fool he thought I was. I wanted to order 
him to leave. But I couldn’t and I think 
he knew it. 

“Okay, Jackie.” I 
anything you say.” 

Jackie waited for me. while I packed 
few simple belongings which I'd owned 
before I knew Al. I left a note for A! tell- 
ing him goodbye and thanking him for all 
he’d done for me. I didn’t anything 
bitter. I told him I was going to marry 
Jackie. 

And. a week later, I did. 


My marriage began one of the most pe- 


“T’ll do 


said meekly. 


say 


culiar and trying times of my life. Jackie 
and I. by common consent. were man and 


wife in only. Many a day passed 
when I longed ever so often to re-discover 
and happy relationship we 


Many. a 
for 


name 


that carefree 
had shared for so brief a 
night was passed in tearful longing 
the man who slept outside on the living 
room couch. Jackie’s job as a bus driver 
didn’t afford us anything like the splendid 
Al Mar- 


salary and 


time. 


living conditions T had known as 
But. with his 
the money | able to earn. working 
around the city in clubs. we could make it 
comfortably. Jackie had = gotten 
transferred to the night shift and the things 
that man did during the day to 
my career would defy belief. He set up the 
record audition. helped me select material. 
worked with me as I rehearsed. It 
amazing what he knew 
that are commercial in music 
formal bac 
sure sense of what the public would appre- 
ciate, an innate 
abled him to coach me into a style abso- 
lutely radical in the business. When he 
had steered me safely through the audi- 
tions and a recording date was set. Jackie 
drove me like a modern-day Simon Legree 
would drive a slave. He was satisfied with 
nothing short of perfection. He 
my storming. my tears and threats. my vers 
real fatigue and exhaustion. I remember 
mad, blind moments of rage which pos- 
sessed me when I wanted to kill him for 
his cruel. relentless masterfulness. His al- 
most advance 


tin’s concubine. 


was 
himself 


promote 


was 
about the things 
without any 
had a 


kground in music. He 


sense of drama which en- 


ignored 


insane drive to make me 
coupled with his almost inhuman ignoring 
of me as a woman. a human being and a 
frustrated. denied wife. too proud to ask 
him to take her into his arms. ke »pt me a 
bundle of raw nerves. thing 
true—I was singing as I’d never sung be- 
fore. Sometimes I felt I was going through 


all this as a 


But one was 


sort of a penance, trying to 
earn his love and respect again by walking 
through a mental hell with Jackie as my 
grim guide, 


The great day arrived when my first ree- 





ord was released. Jackie went out on a 
one-man promotion campaign, visiting disk 
jockeys, pushing the records, going to rec- 
ord shops. He was like a man possessed 
with a dream which he dared not abandon. 
Six weeks after the release of the tune, it 
was being played on thousands of juke- 
boxes throughout the country. The trade 
publications reported that my record was 
sales and request 
I was 


topping popularity polls, 
programs. That was the beginning. 
publicized in the trade and weekly papers. 
One of the country’s best booking offices 
signed a contract with me. I was launched. 

Still. Jackie didn’t let down. We made 
more records and I began to appear in the 
clubs in the city. Then 
road tour as part of a package. 


choicest came a 


lucrative 


Two years after I became Mrs. Jackie 
Hastings. I was Jeanne Hastings (not my 
real stage name. of course) one of Amer- 


ica’s most listened to and best paid female 
terribly grateful 
but my own sense of guilt and 


singers. I was. of course. 
to Jackie. 
false 


anything 


me express 


my 


my pride wouldn’t let 
but The 
in the the more my re- 
against The day I 
star at a Broadway 
for four weeks at an unprecedented 
I made a fateful deci- 


gratitude. bigger 
business, 


him. 


name got 
sentment grew 
signed a contract to 
theatre 
salary was the day 
sion. 

| would take Jackie’s offer 
to cut loose from him when I'd gotten on 
my feet. Truly. feet now. I 
had better than five thousand dollars in 
bank account and from my 
there was plenty more 


advantage of 


I was on my 


my contracts 


and commitments. 


to come for a long time. I sat down and 
wrote out a check for the five thousand. 
The check was made out to Jackie. I en- 
closed it in an envelope and wrote a brief 
note. 

“Thank you for all you’ve done.” the 
note said. “I am grateful but I see no 
reason why I should live the rest of my 
life trying to win your forgiveness. I think 


I could 


it best for us to break up now. 

never pay you in money. but this check is 
an initial token of my gratitude. There 
will be more coming. 

IT moved out of our apartment while 
Jackie was at work. took a pretty suite in 
a downtown hotel and told myself I was 
free. 

But I wasn’t free. I’d never been so 
unhappy in my life. If I'd ever loved 
Jackie. I adored him madly now that I 
couldn’t see him every day, now that I 


missed him so horribly. But I wasn’t going 
to give in. 

It didn’t help any to be informed by my 
bank that my husband had turned over a 


check for five thousand dollars to them. 


asking them to forward it to me as he 
didn’t wish to cash 

Funny twist it was that Al Martin, the 
man with whom I’d lived sin, the man 


Jackie 


Al attended one of 


I'd left to marry should be the one 

bring us together. 
my big openings and came to my dressing 
I was so miserable in 


room after the show. 
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those days that I was even glad to see Al. 
He took me to dinner and we discussed 
frankly what had happened since I’d seen 
him last. 

I somehow expected that, with Al Mar- 
tin’s set of morals, he’d sympathize with 
me—make me feel I had done right in re- 
fusing to go down on my knees to Jackie. 
But I had another guess coming. What 
hard-boiled Al Martin had to say affected 
me deeply. 

“You're a fool, Jeannie,” he told me 
gently. “You may not believe it, but I 
always loved you and still do. But my love 
is nothing to compare with what this boy 
offers you and what he has done for you. 
Don’t think I haven’t been watching your 
career since you left me. I know—and 
everyone in New York knows—that love 
made you a star—the love of Jackie Hast- 
ings. And without it, you won’t last. Be- 
cause, whether you know it or not. the very 


hatred you have for him is proof of your* 


own love. You better forget your pride, 


Jeannie. A boy like Jackie comes along 
once in a million years.” 
“Take me home, please, Al,” I asked 


him. Tears were standing in my eyes. 

Al dropped me off at my hotel—but the 
next night he was back knocking on my 
dressing room door. 

“T’ve got someone who wants to see you,’ 
he said. 


I heard the most curious scuffling noises 
behind Al and there, struggling furiously 
in the arms of two of the biggest hoods 
I'd ever seen (members of Al Martin’s 
retinue) was my husband, looking like a 
bad boy being brought home from school 
by the class monitors. 

“Let me go, you lugs,” Jackie 
screaming. He looked a sight. 

They shoved him in my dressing room 
and slammed the door shut, leaving the 
two of us alone. 

“Did you have anything to do with this?” 
Jackie demanded, advancing on me an- 
erily. I thought fast. 

“Yes. I did, darling,” I said, going to 
him, my arms outstretched. “I figured 
since you kidnapped me to marry me. | 
might as well have you kidnapped so | 
could tell you I love you, I always will, 
I really. really love you and I can’t live 
without you.” 

Jackie gulped, took me in his arms and 
we broke down into tears together. 

That was only a few weeks ago. Jackie 
has quit his job to take on a new one— 
my personal manager. Tonight, my birth. 
day, we’re going to be guests of honor at 
a huge birthday party. But it’s always 
party time in my heart, now that my heart 
has come home to love and peace. 


THE END 


was 





The Girl Who Plays The Blues (Continued from Page 38) 


said “you’re for my band, Camille.” 

She went into his combo in 1942, the 
first year of World War II. Jazz and swing 
music were in demand everywhere and 
new stars were being created right and left. 
It was in this period that today’s “gne 
record star” was born. Camille became one 
of them with the intriguing standout piano 
she played on Roy’s first recording session 
at which the memorable RM Blues and 
Groovy Blues were waxed. 

These sides sold well into the hundreds 
of thousands, thus creating a demand for 
in person appearances of the band and 
its sensational girl pianist. When the Mil- 
ton outfit opened that year at the Apollo 
Theater in Harlem, the lines outside the 
boxoffice extended a half block on either 
side. 

Most of the top piano players in Harlem 
showed up to listen to the new girl key- 
board marvel and came away satisfied that 
she belonged with the “upstairs” crowd of 
ivory ticklers. Some rival bandleaders tried 
to lure her away from Milton with daz- 
zling offers, but Camille says she was “on 
to that” old dodge since none of them 
were working and “my object and desire 
was and still is to play regularly and be 
heard.” 


The band made the Negro theater “cir- 
cuit”:—the Royal in Baltimore, the How- 


ard in Washington and theaters in Phila- 
delphia, Richmond, Detroit and Chicago, 
before jumping into the hard traveling of 


the southern one-nighter league. It was in 
the South that Camille developed her big- 
gest following. She began singing on some 
of the dates, alternating with Roy Milton, 
who sang the blues on their records. 


FTER A WHILE, Camille became so 

popular that she demanded and got 
equal billing with Milton and the signs 
read: “Roy Milton and Band, Featuring 
Camille Howard.” Known as the “Solid 
Senders,” Camille helped Roy’s band be- 
come just that during the thousands of 
miles they traveled as one of the best road 
bands in the land. 

A thorough musician, Camille added ar- 
ranging and composing to her know-how, 
picking up a lot from Roy, who while short 
on formal musical education, got his early 
start singing and playing in church choirs 
and later with the Ernie Fields aggrega 
tion. 

“T wouldn’t give up the years I spent 
with Roy for anything,” Camille says. ‘ 
got a first class education not only in jazz, 
but in the psychology of handling people, 
making them like me and giving them 
what they wanted musically. 

“If I'd started as a cocktail pianist, | 
probably would be just that today. But ! 
learned the elements of showmanship as 4 
member of a unit by playing with a band. 

“I think I was really a privileged char 
acter, seeing that male bands don’t usually 
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want women piano players. I made them 
want me and some of the fellows are still 
among my closest friends today.” 

Camille says she learned business meth- 
ods from her father who taught her the 
all-important workings of percentages. “If 
] get cheated by agents and music publish- 
ers, itll be my own fault,” she says. “My 
dad taught me how not to get clipped.” 

Camille likes Scotch and soda but doesn’t 
drink by habit or to an excess. “I like to 
be sociable,” she says, “but I don’t want 
things to get out of hand, so I drink mainly 
with my close friends.” 

She says she develops the iron muscles 
of her arms and wrists by squeezing hard 
rubber balls daily before sitting down to 
her piano. She loves to swim, play golf and 
tennis and is a dyed-in-the-wool baseball 
and football fan. 

“Hard practice at regular hours” is her 
advice to anybody who wants to improve 
their piano playing. “You’ve got to study 
always,” she says. “I mean listen as well 
as play. And I don’t mean copy. I’ve found 
that one of the greatest tests of a pianist 
in jazz and blues is to hear something. 
whether by Brahms, Bach or Paderewski, 
and try to interpret it in your own way. 

“There are a thousand and one boogie 
woogie. blues and 
around today. and most of them copy after 
one or the I don’t believe in that. 
I think style comes from originality and 
originality comes from a studied effort to 


swing piano players 


otner. 
get something new in one’s sounds. 


of my spare time hum- 
themes and 


“I spend most 
ming new variations on old 
when I think it 
it to my repertoire. I play two dozen boogie 
woogie bass patterns, most of them my 
own. Most piano players have to be sat- 
isfied with two or three.” 

Camille has made television appearances 
in Hollywood on the Billy Berg Savoy Ball- 
room the Al Jarvis 
Since going it again as a single in 1952. 
she has appeared in the Orchid Room in 
Kansas City. Eldorado in Houston, 
Sherman’s Dine and Dance Club in San 
Diego. the Town Tavern in Las Vegas. 
Slim Jenkins’ place in Oakland and at the 
Flamingo in Memphis and the Club Har- 
lem in Atlantic City with her own trio. 

Starting Jast March 1, Camille headlined 
a big rock and roll show made up of blues 
singers Roy Brown. Percy Mayfield, Little 
Willie John, Little Joe Tex, Linda Hop- 
kins, Big Tiny Kennedy, the Five Royals 
and the Jimmy Coe band out of Indianapo- 
lis. Ending the tour of Texas, Oklahoma. 
Ohio, Wisconsin and Iowa on April 28. 
Camille punctuated it with a loud “Whew!” 

A devout to 
J. M. Howard, a Louisiana-born Pullman 
Porter and amateur golf enthusiast. They 
live in their own bungalow in Los Angeles 
where J. M. Howard, who 
music put before him,” plays after supper 
concerts for his wife. 

Camille believes 1956 will be her big 
year. THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 


an outstanding soloist, had to venture 
outside the basic Basie pattern whenever 
he took off on a long solo passage on the 
recordings. 

A modern-type performer, Oscar played 
up-to-date versions of the yesteryear Basie 
numbers he recorded. Yet there remains 
a nostalgic flavor about the music as it 
comes out. 

Lester Leaps In recalls how the old Basie 
band was fired by fog-horn blowing Lester 
Young, his head cocked sideways and his 
tenor sax tilted at an awkward angle as 
he tooted away; Blue And Sentimental is a 
reminder that the late Herschel Evans blew 
the mellowest sax ever heard in the aggre- 
gation and was the big reason the number 
became a jazz classic; Jumping At The 
Woodside, Topsy and One O’Clock Jump 
bring back memories of the rocking, sock- 
ing band that stormed out of Kansas City 
20 years ago to upset the jazz world. 

Clef’s package of Peterson playing Basie 
not only is a musical treat but it also offers 
some informative data about Count’s back- 
ground in the liner notes. The notes ex- 
plain, for example, how Count came to 
name his theme tune One O'Clock Jump. 
Seems that one night back in 1936, Basie’s 
band was coming down the home stretch on 
a broadcast out of Kansas City when the 
announcer asked him the title of his final 
swing selection. Basie was stumped; he 
had no title for the number. But then he 
happened to glance at a clock on the wall 
which showed the time approaching one 
o’clock. It gave him an idea and he turned 
to the announcer: “Tell you what, let’s call 
the tune One O’Clock Jump.” The an- 
nouncer did and the tag for Basie’s famous 
signature song was born. 

Oscar Peterson’s tribute to Basie was 
timed appropriately. Right now Basie is 
enjoying his greatest success in jazz and 
his band ranks as the best swing aggrega- 
tion in the world. By any yardstick, a 
tribute to “Base” for his jazz works is at 
this time rightfully in order. 





Etiquette 
(Continued from Page 17) 


and it should be within the bridegroom’s 
budget. An expensive present is not neces- 
sary. The gift is only a memento of the 
occasion. 

In primitive days, the best man actually 
protected the bridegroom who was ex- 
pected to take his bride by force from her 
people. Even if the girl loved the man 
and her family approved of the union, a 
struggle ensued to prove the girl was worth 
fighting for and the man able to overcome 
opposition. It was the best man’s duty to 
hold off the family while the lovers es- 
caped, and often he received a mass of 
bruises and bumps for his loyalty. 


What Love Can Do 
(Continued from Page 25) 


dates began getting fewer and fewer and 
farther and farther in between. I had 
nothing going for me but my voice .., 
no management, no promotion, no hit ree- 
ords of my own. At that time it was not 
enough, 

I got split weeks and isolated engage. 
ments in the second-rate joints, but the 
class clubs and theaters avoided me like 
the plague. I was reduced to the bottom 
spot in shake and strip joints. And, man, 
it was really a drag. 

It was during the lean years, from 1952 
to 1955, that I realized how really wonder. 
ful the girl is whom I married. I knew 
then that ’'m Just A Lucky So-and-So. 

Only a short time before leaving the 
Ellington band Jeanette and I had estab. 
lished a comfortable apartment in the 
Sugar Hill section of Harlem and our ex. 
penses were pretty high. 

My gigs were getting shorter and the 
joints were getting cheaper and cheaper, 
We were in a real fix. Jeanette was at- 
tending Columbia University in New York, 
getting additional credit on her master’s 
degree in social work. When the going got 
roughest, she dropped out of school and 
went back to social work. 

For more months than I like to remem. 
ber it was she who won the bread in our 
family. She budgeted my earnings and cut 
down household expenses so that we were 
never quite reduced to our last buck. But 
often enough to give us sleepless nights 
we came so perilously close to bankruptcy 
that I thought I would have to hock my 
Down Beat magazine award for best band 
singer. 

When the loot was coming in regularly 
during the considerably lusher Ellington 
days I could handle expenses well enough 
to keep us out of the red. But when I took 
my fling as a single, the margin between 
income and outgo got so close that I turned 
the finances over to Jeanette. 

By nature a careful, methodical person 
with an orderly mind, Jeanette set up a 
kind of family corporation which paid me 
simply a minimum salary out of our total 
income. All the rest went for essentials 
and savings. She took care of the bills, 
signed all the checks and made all of our 
business arrangements. The system was 
great. Even though holding down her full 
time job as a social worker, Jeanette kept 
my wardrobe in order, saw that I made 
planes and trains for whatever jobs I could 
get and was in charge of everything but 
the voice department. That was me. 

During all of this time Jeanette and ! 
worked on my material. I can’t remember 
how many hundreds of tunes we auditioned 
in search of the “big one.” I’d put them 
on tape, then we’d play them back and 
take ‘em apart. Man, it seemed like 4 
lifetime before Unchained Melody camt 
along. And, funniest thing about it, I never 
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liked the tune at first. Jeanette. though, 
predicted it would be a hit from the start. 
With Jeanette’s faith in me and Decca Rec- 
ords’ wonderful arrangements and promo- 
tion, we did get a break on “Unchained.” 
It was the summer of 1955, July, I believe, 
and we were out of the woods. 

Almost from the first month the tune 
unchained Jeanette and me from our emer- 
gency budget. It put us back into the black. 

But Jeanette, the cautious one, never let 
me forget that “Unchained” might have 
been my first big hit and my last one. And 
since she had done so well at keeping our 
fnances in order, I agreed to let things 
continue under her supervision. A wiser 
decision I’ve never made, because today 
she has income and expenses all under 
control and the Hibbler corporate struc- 
ture is sound. Jeanette is keeper of the ex- 
chequer, secretary in charge of our fan 
clubs and maker of travel reservations. 

All this in addition to the first-rate job 
she turns in as a homemaker. 

A few months ago we moved out of our 
Sugar Hill apartment in Harlem into a 
fine new place in Teaneck. New Jersey, 
across the Hudson River. We’re suburbans 
now and we’re just beginning to live. Jea- 
nette still handles the business end of our 
affairs. and drives me between home and 
wherever I want to go in New York. We 
jokingly call our new place The House 
That “He” Built. because we bought it 
right after royalties from my second big 
record began rolling in from Decca. 

Jeanette is still the 
brains of our operation. She likes it that 
way. Although she accompanies me on the 
road in rare I’m working 
around the New York area, for the most 
part she stays close to Teaneck. getting 
the place in shape. She’s in full charge of 
that department and I have complete faith 
in her judgment. 

No doubt about it, I am a Lucky So- 
and-So! 

I've got the kind of a wife that most 
guys only dream of. I’ve got a half-a-dozen 
solid records going for me and my agents 
are negotiating engagements for me in the 
class supper clubs, like the Copacabana 
and Latin Quarter in New York and the 
Chez Paree in Chicago. 

Man, I’m diggin’ the world through rose- 
colored glasses and it’s great. 


behind-the-scenes 


cases when 


I've got a lot of good deals goin’ for me 
and a 
I've 


great little girl in my corner. 
got no beef with no body ... and 
I'm living . . . that’s what love can do! 


THE END 
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Strangest Romance (Continued from Page 20) 


are permanently set aside from normal 
people. They find mutual respect, admira- 
tion and common interests blossoming into 
love. They decide they are for each other 
and look up a preacher. 

Strange as it may seem, there is a great 
dislike among midgets for their brothers 
in infirmity, the dwarfs. The writer has 
never known of firm friendships between 
midgets and dwarfs. Oddly, dwarfs are 
about the same size as midgets. In Harlem, 
Willie Bryant, the night club master of 
ceremonies, disc jockey and comedian, 
once had a dwarf named Joe who ran 
errands and did odd tasks for him. 

Joe hung around Minton’s Playhouse in 
West 118th Street where bebop music was 
originated. Willie stayed at the Hotel 
Theresa. Joe didn’t like going to the 
Theresa because of his fundamental enmi- 
ty for popular midget, Peewee Marquette. 
In turn, Peewee, who was proud of his 
close pals Maceo Birch, former manager 
of Count Basie, Willie Bryant, Ralph 
Cooper, Joe Louis and others, was defi- 


nitely hostile to Joe. 

Marquette, who has never married, is 
host at Broadway’s famed jazz parlor, 
Birdland, having come there from the old 
Club Zanzibar further down Broadway and 
across the street. Peewee, incidentally, 
has a normal sized younger brother who 
once came to New York from their native 
Birmingham for a visit. The visit stretched 
into a longer stay than Peewee anticipated 
and he ordered his brother to get himself 
a job. 

“This is New York, man,” he said. “I 
can’t make it when you don’t work.” 

After the brother got the job, Peewee 
would make him bring his salary to him 
and give him an allowance. There was 
great humor in the spectacle of the pint- 
sized Peewee bossing his five foot plus 
brother around in front of the hotel lobby 
loafers. 

But Jesse Pearce and his wife, Lola, 
have no time for midgets or to get mad 
about rival fat ladies. They are too busy 
being in love with each other! THE END 





The Turbulent Two (Continued from Page 40) 


looked puzzled, but I continued: “I'll bet I 
can tell you where this afternoon’s con- 
flict began. He wanted to put on his jacket 
alone, didn’t he?” 

Mrs. Johnson laughed grimly, “You’re 
right, Doctor,” she said, “but I was only 
trying to help. It takes him forever and I 
always have to end up putting his things 
on for him anyhow. I was merely trying to 
save some time.” 

“Of course,” I grinned at her, “but your 
overanxiousness transmitted itself to him 
and he became involved in testing his will 
against yours. You must remember that 
learning to dress one’s self can be a very 
complicated thing for a two-year-old. He 
is doing very well to try. Even though he 
is very slow, he should be allowed to do as 
much as he can alone. He’ll ask for help 
when he’s ready to accept it. Provided, of 
course, that it is not accompanied by nag- 
ging and complaint. These techniques, 
‘putting the right arm in the right opening, 
must be learned gradually, and small 
hands and muscles do not always function 
as a team in the beginning.” 

Mrs. Johnson was much calmer now, but 
she shook her head. “It’s not just dressing 
himself; Butch just doesn’t pay any atten- 
tion when I tell him not to do something. 
For instance, yesterday in the playground 
he kept throwing sand at other children. 
Because he was the smallest he got away 
with it, but I kept saying over and over, 
‘No, no Butch! Mustn’t throw sand.’ Two 
minutes later, he’d grab another handful 
and throw it. I got tired of telling him to 


74 


stop, so I just took him home.” 

“Did you offer him an alternative?” I 
asked. “Did you tell him what he could 
do as well as what he could not do? Per- 
haps, if you had explained to Butch that 
we don’t throw sand, but we can pour it 
from a pail, or scoop it with a shovel into 
the pail, the reaction might have been 
more. agreeable. Then if he had thrown it 
again, it would have been simple enough 
to repeat the fact that we don’t throw sand, 
and remove him to another spot in the 
playground. He’d get the idea.” 

Love and patience are two of the most 
necessary ingredients in guiding a _ two- 
year-old’s learning. At this age balkiness 
and contrariness reach new heights. It is 
the parent’s job to be understanding and 
help the toddler develop self-reliance and 
independence. Avoid interfering and push- 
ing him as much as possible. Only if he is 
allowed to take responsibility can the 
youngster develop independence. 

Butch Johnson seemed sleepy and his 
mother had straightened her hat. Now he 
willingly allowed her to help with the other 
sleeve of his jacket. A question came to 
my mind. “I wonder, Mrs. Johnson, does 
Butch have an opportunity to play with 
other children much?” 

“Well, not too much, Doctor,” she re- 
plied. “You see we live in a large building 
and I don’t know too many people. There 
are some children in the playground, but I 
don’t know them, so mostly he plays alone. 
He doesn’t seem to mind.” 

“Well,” I said, “maybe not right now, 


but certainly about this time, he should 
have regular playmates. Perhaps you have 
friends with children, or some of the 
children in the playground situation might 
be fine for Butch if you got acquainted 
with them. Is there a nursery school in 
your neighborhood? A couple of hours a 
day might be very good for both of you. He 
could use the planned activity, and you 
could use the relaxation.” 

“That’s a wonderful idea, Doctor,” she 
said. “I'll certainly investigate the nursery 
schools in my community. You know,” she 
laughed, “I think I’ve been letting Butch 
get the best of me. I’ve been taking him 
too seriously. I’m going to try to keep my 
sense of humor from now on, and perhaps 
I can keep my poise in the bargain.” 

Butch settled drowsily in her arms as 
she picked him up to leave. 

“Maybe he’ll enjoy me more, too,” she 
said smiling as she left. 

I couldn’t agree with her more. 


—Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


MARRIAGE 
CAN 
HURT YOUR 
CAREER 


“My advice,”’ says 
bandleader Erskine 
Hawkins, “to per- 
sons who want to 
make a career of 
their talent is don’t 
get married! I'll ex- 
plain why in Sep- 
tember TAN.” 
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It’s actually easy to save—when you buy Series E 
Savings Bonds through the Payroll Savings Plan. 
Once you’ve signed up at your pay office, your sav- 
ing is done for you. The Bonds you receive pay 
good interest—3% a year, compounded half-yearly 
when held to maturity. And the longer you hold 
them, the better your return. Even after maturity, 
they go on earning 10 years more. So hold on to your 
Bonds! Join Payroll Savings today—or buy Bonds 
where you bank. 





Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 


DIAGNOSIS: 


knife wound in 
the heart 





Unover THE blazing blue sledge hammer of 
a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
operating room shimmered like an oven, 
reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 

Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
operation, fantastic. 

Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
Daniel Hale Williams. 

Abandoned as a child, Williams, a Negro, 
had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
America’s first interracial hospital, 
Provident. And here he had just performed 
the first of the pioneering operations that 
would mark him as one of our country’s 
great surgeons, 

Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
was blessed with an abundance of the same 
urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
strengthens Americans today. 

And it is these strong, unified Americans 
who are our country’s real wealth—the real 
backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
world’s finest, safest investments. 

For your own security—and for America’s 
—why not invest in Savings Bonds regu- 
larly? And hold on to them! 
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PM HIS IS BUDDY DUPREE, broad- 

casting from _ never-mind-where. 
Why? Because I’ve got a tale of woe to 
lay on you about what happened to me, 
the ex-king of the pash warblers. 

(nd where have I been since you lads 
and lassies stopped hearing my “dark 
velvet” voice seeping out at you from the 
air waves, the juke boxes, and the plat- 
ters you used to buy up like crazy? Well, 
that’s the story, in case you care. And 
surely there are some of you who still 
do—the some of you who used to bulge 
the mail bags with your fan letters. 

Used to... 


Oh well. I guess ’ve got no beef com- 


what happened to me. I’d like to buy 
that—I’d feel a lot better if I could—but 
I can’t. So I'll lay it out and let you be 
judge and jury. 

I got infected with the music virus real 
young. That can happen real easy in my 
hometown, Kansas City. Like my father’s 
birthplace, New Orleans, K.C. breeds 
musicians and entertainers. 

I got infected with another bug, too, 
also at an early age: A disease called 
conceit. Because women were always 
twittering over me, they simply had to 
touch me, hug me, kiss me or rumple my 
curls and exclaim what a pretty child I 
was. And they slipped me money, bought 
me ice cream, candy and cokes. That’s 
why, even as a little kid, I figured I must 
be the most. 

I never knew my father. His pictures 
say he was real handsome, fair, with 
good features, large dark eyes and wavy 
black hair. Those who knew him said 
I was his very image, except that my 
eyes were brown, like Mom’s. 


WOMEN TAUGHT 


ing. Because you didn’t let-me down. 
That I did all by my self. And I did it 
but good. | mean, I really messed up. 

In case you haven’t dug me yet, try 
shoving your memory into reverse and 
backing up a few years. I was big then. 
But so was that thing on top of my shoul- 
ders. Right in through there, my hat size 
would have to have been about size twen- 
ty—if P’'d worn one. Which I didn’t. Be- 
cause why cheat the frills of their thrills 
by hiding my curly black moss? I mean, 
you kitten came on like I was real great, 
not only my singing but my looks. And if 
I’m to level with you, which I am, that 
dragged me. | mean, I thought I wasn’t 
merely great, but the greatest. 

Sometimes I try to sell myself the idea 
that if | hadn’t made it to the top so fast 
and easy, | might have stayed up there 
longer. But in my heart I know it just 
wasn't the way I skyrocketed to over- 
night fame that threw me. Others who 
did that have stayed right up there, often 
for many years. Because after they made 
it they didn’t tromp on those who had 
helped them along the way. 

Like I did. 

Psychiatrists have told me that I am a 
victim of the social illness of our time, 
that my background was responsible for 


76 


After my father died, Mom concen- 
trated all her love on me. She met my 
father in the T.B. ward at the City Hos- 
pital where she was a trained nurse. He 
landed there when he got too sick to play 
trumpet in the band he was with. During 
the year he was hospitalized, he and 
Mom fell in love; and when he was re- 
leased. they married. His lung trouble 
wasn't cured, only what is called “arrest- 
ed.” But Mom was confident that he 
would recover completely. He didn’t. He 
died three years later, six months after 
my birth. 

Until I was of school age, Mom used to 
leave me with our next door neighbor, 
Mrs. Lacy, while she was at work. Mr. 
Lacy ran a small chili joint. They had a 
daughter, May, who was my same age. 
As little tykes we were constantly to- 
gether and ought to have grown up like 
brother and sister. But May wouldn’t 
have it like that. She would fight other 
little girls who got too friendly with me, 
or I with them; and I got a charge out of 
deliberately making her jealous. 

I must have had an instinctive under- 
standing of things like that and how to 
make the most of them, even then. Kids 
are probably the world’s greatest natural 
actors. They can really fool you. I mean, 


I not only loved feminine attention, | 
angled for it. But I did it so smoothly 
that people were constantly remarking 
on what a modest child I was, while actu- 
ally I was as vain as a little peacock, 
and was quite aware of the effect of my 
seeming so polite and unassuming. Later 
that technique enabled me to make even 
the young chicks believe they had en- 
ticed me! Hah! 

Mom was so afraid I’d inherited my 
father’s weak lungs that for years she 
had me checked regularly with chest X- 
rays and other tests. But I was sound and 
grew like a weed, and while I never ap. 
peared robust, I was loaded with vitality. 
Overloaded, probably. And I was always 
tall for my age. Like at twelve, I was 
often taken for fourteen or fifteen and 
was almost as tall as Mom, a slender, 
petite woman. 

Mom was very religious, so I was prac- 
tically brought up in church and sang 
with the choir from the time I was eight, 
and was frequently featured as a soloist 


ME HOW 


because of my clear soprano voice and 
the poise I had in using it. I’m sorry to 
say that all church meant to me was the 
adulation I received. I mean, women 
were always oohing and aahing over my 
singing and “angelic looks,” and secretly 
I gloried in all that. And the girls came 
on the same way. 

But at twelve, I was nobody’s angel, 
believe me. Lottie, the choir director, a 
pretty young married woman, often had 
me over to her house to rehearse, usually 
at night. Her husband, a post office 
clerk, worked nights, so we were always 
alone. She would sit at her piano and 
accompany me, and every time she want: 
ed to call my attention to some phrase 
or passage in the music, she would put 
her arm around me and pull me close to 
her as she indicated the place. That kind 
of thing got me plenty hot and bothered, 
but I never let her know it, because. after 
all. she was a grown woman and | 
couldn’t be sure of how to take her af: 
fectionate treatment of me. 

However, I was sure the night she 
asked me to unzip her dress, after we had 
finished our practice—and was even 
more sure when I kind of hung back and 
acted bashful and she laughed and rum 
pled my hair and called me her “precious 
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darling.” And I knew then exactly what 
she was up to, because May and | had 
been playing “papa and mama” since we 
were eight; and I’d had further experi- 
ence with other girls, mostly several 
years older than me. But I made Lottie 
take the lead all the way... 

Afterward, Lottie acted highly nerv- 
ous and begged me never to tell anyone 
what had happened. That threw me. Be- 
cause it seemed to me / was the one who 
ought to be scared. Like supposing her 
husband found out? Or Mom? But Lot- 
tie wasn’t the only grown woman who 
found me attractive, and one got so pan- 
icky that to impress me with the impor- 
tance of keeping “our secret”, she ex- 
plained that she could get in serious 
trouble if I didn’t. Because “tampering” 
with the morals of a minor was punish- 
able by law. And _ that’s 
dug the loot angle. I mean, when I'd hit 


when I 


those old chicks for gold, I knew they 
had to give! 
Are you with it? I mean this word 


TO SIN 


picture of Buddy Dupree and what made 
him tick? If so, stick around while | 
splash on a few more strokes. I mean, 
like playing the angles, jockeying girls 
and women into spots where I could use 
them; and that I’d been doing that from 
my earliest years. Maybe not conscious- 
ly, but definitely using my looks and 















shy manner to work females for every- 
thing I could get out of them, including 
Mom. I mean, for extra cash, for drapes 
I wanted but didn’t really need, and like 
that. 

I could wheedle Mom out of almost 
anything except information about my 
father. All she would tell me was that 
he had been a musician, and that the life 
he had led was responsible for his ill 
health, and his death. I didn’t know what 
she meant or even what instrument my 
father played until one day when Mom 
was away, May and I were prowling 
through a closet in my house and I found 
a worn black case with a shiny gold 
trumpet inside, with my father’s name 
engraved on it. 

That only whetted my curiosity about 
the father I’d never known, but I didn’t 
find out anything more until one day a 
man stopped me on the street. 

“Hey. kid,” he exclaimed, staring at 





me, “you wouldn’t be Frenchy Dupree’s 
boy, would you?” 

“My father was named Antoine Du- 
pree,” I replied, “not Frenchy.” 

“Frenchy was his nickname,” the man 
laughed. “And boy, you are his spittin’ 
image!” 

We got to talking and I asked the man 
lots of questions and he gave me a lot 
of answers. He told me how great my 
father had been as a trumpet player, and 
said how all who knew him thought it 
was a shame old T.B. had knocked him 
loose from his horn just when he was 
becoming well known. 

“And how about you, Buddy?” he 
asked. “You gonna follow in your old 
man’s tracks and be great like him?” 

“I'd like to.” I told him, “but I don’t 
think my mother would let me. She says 
the sinful life musicians lead is what 
killed my father.” 

The man put his hand on my shoul- 
der. “Don’t you believe that, son. I don’t 
mean to call your Ma a liar, but she just 
has got it wrong. see? It’s too bad, be- 
cause you probably got music in your 
blood just like Frenchy had.” 

I nodded. 


I’ve been singing in church since | was 


“T can sing pretty good, 
5 Y 5 


eight. Is a singer a musician?” 

“Why. sure,” the man laughed. “And 
I’m going to give you a tip, boy. If you 
got what it takes to be a singer. you may- 
be got a better chance to get somewhere 
than if you played an instrument. I 
mean. it ain’t like it used to be. Nowa- 
days, bands ain’t big, it’s the singers who 


and the gold. I mean, like 





get the fame 
you hear on the juke boxes, and records 
and in night clubs and such. You dig 
me?” 

“Man, I do,” I said, using some of 
the slang I was picking up. 

My new friend laughed, and said, 
“Crazy, man, crazy!” He handed me a 
card and said, “That’s my name on there, 
Buddy—Henry Johnson, and I’m presi- 
dent of the Musicians Union Local here. 
Why don’t you drop around sometime? 
There’s lotsa cats would like to meet 
Frenchy's kid. Okay?” 

“Solid, man, solid,” I replied solem- 
ly. 

I didn’t understand what Mr. Johnson 
meant about singers having a_ better 
chance but it 


didn’t take me long to dig that score 


than instrumentalists, 


because May and I were just getting into 
the record kick. I told her about meeting 





Mr. johnson and what he said, and from 
then on we started noticing things like 
that; and May would read stuff in mag- 
azines about singers, and how much 
money they made. Until then I’d really 
wanted to play some instrument, prefera- 
bly the trumpet, like my father. But I 
switched to an ambition to be another 
Mr. B., or a King Cole or a Frankie 
Laine. 

Mr. Johnson was right about musi- | 
cians who had known my father being 
interested in me. I hung around the Lo- 
cal a lot, and the next year when May 
and I entered Junior High, I had picked 
up a great deal of information about 
music. bands, singers and the entertain- 
ment field in general. 

Now let me etch this in: I also picked 
up on weed—reefers—but not from the 
musicians. | got that from schoolmates 
and right away hipped May to the jive, 
which we thought was the absolute end. 
All I had to do was whisper, “Hey, Pie, 
wanna get high?” and she would pop 
with buy money. She could do that any 
time because her old man had parlayed 
his little chili place into a prosperous 
barbecue and beer business and kept a 
cash stash at home, which May had dug. 
So she could always come up with the 
spending stuff, at first quarters and half- 
bucks, then singletons and even fins. 

Like I’ve hinted already, May and I 
had discovered the sex jive early, prob- 
ably because our folks were away so 
much. I mean, like Mom working at the 
hospital and Mrs. Lacy helping at her 
husband’s cafe. So we had both our 
houses to ourselves and well, nature took 
its course. 

I liked May all right, but my real yen 
was for the older girls with the lighter 
paint jobs and curvier chassis. I guess I 
took her for granted, a convenience as 
well as a playmate. But so far as she was 
concerned, our Mama-Papa play was for 
real. And she would crack her stack if 
she even caught me looking at any other 
wren. So I played it cool—mainly be- 
cause of the cash angle. 

When I started singing in church at 
eight, May jived her folks into letting 
her take piano lessons. If I was going to 
be a musician, so was she; and she swore 
she was going to be great, like Mary Lou 
Williams. When we started in high 
school, she could swing right out. And 
when I switched to a goal of becoming 
a pop singer, she started trying to write 
songs, and just to please her. I would 
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sing them, no matter how corny they 
were. And pretty quick we became plat- 
ter addicts, and anything we heard on 
the juke boxes that we liked, May would 
buy with money from her father’s stash. 
We would get high on pot and play rec- 
ords and often May would chord along 
on the piano while I sang. 

If our folk had dug that, not to men- 
tion the frequency of our sex relations. 
they would have flipped for sure. Mom 
especially, even at our liking for swing. 
Because to her, only sacred or semi- 
classical music was kosher. But since I 
was always careful never to wake her 
up about any of my activities that I 
knew would anger or displease her, she 
thought only the best of me and trusted 
me completely. Besides, she kept pretty 
busy. In addition to her work, she was 
ery active in her church, the P.T.A. and 
er social clubs. Maybe if she had been 
around home more, things might have 
worked out differently. But who knows 


r sure? 
| was a wheel in high school from the 
start. Between the gold I jived out of 
May. and what Mom gave me. and what 
| blackmailed out the adult chicks who 
had made the mistake of going for “pig- 
ieat.”” | was able to dress real: sharp. I 
ade the Glee Club right off, and the 
second year | worked with the school 
orchestra and when I crooned swoon 
tunes at school dances, the chicks would 
squeal and carry on like I was Billy 
Eckstine. in person. 
| ate that up like candy, but played 
the modest act so good even the guys 
were always telling me how great I was 
ind what ailed me I didn’t pick up on 
how chicks were weak for me? Which 
gave me a laugh. I picked up on that all 
right and took full advantage of it on 
the q.t. | got away with it because so 
jany litthe wrens were always chirping 
around me. who could tell which ones 
[ was playing? 
| even had an angle there. The kids 
figured May was my steady, and just 
suldn’t dig why I went for such a plain 
[ let them dream because that 
ked any other chick from trying to 
ip her public brand on me. Not with- 
ut getting her eyes plucked out by my 
‘ry. chunky, jealous May. 
| enjoyed being a big wheel. but the 
ittery picture of becoming a great sing- 
g star and making pots of gold kept 
eating at me more and more, especially 
the time I was sixteen and in my third 


year of high school. By then my five- 
foot-eleven inch frame was covered with 
160 pounds of well distributed hard 
flesh. I guess the combo of my size, deep 
baritone and my extensive experiences 
with both young and adult chicks made 
me feel I was already a man. So what 
was | waiting for? 

Once I started seriously thinking like 
that, I started hanging around the Union 
Local more and more, letting it get 
known that I wanted to start working 
as a singer. The result was, within a 
couple of months I had my union card 
and was gigging around with small com- 
bos in local roadhouses and clubs. | 
learned a lot fast, including the fact 
that my looks and singing really sent 
the female customers. 

I had no irouble keeping Mom in the 
dark about what I was doing because 
she was working a night shift at the 
hospital. It was May who got to be a 
pain in the tender sector. I mean, | didn’t 
need to tap her for gold any longer and 
between trying to get enough sleep and 
rehearsing and keeping up with school 
work. I didn’t have much time to horse 
around with her any longer. And be- 
sides, I didn’t want to. She was just an 
old copy of a book I'd read from cover 
to cover. long. long ago. 

But May knew what I was doing and 
could foul me up by tipping off Mom. 
So I had to keep her in line, which I did 
by jiving her about what we were going 
to do when I hit the big time, the balls 
we'd have. the fine drapes, the fine every- 
thing. period. 

“We gonna get married then, Bud- 
dy?” she asked, her eyes all dreamy. 

“Why, sure,” I said promptly. “What 
else?” 

I said it but I didn’t mean it. Not any. 
Because so far as I was concerned. May 
had no part in my future, except a mem- 
ory which I'd soon forget. 

I got away with working four or five 
nights a week until just after Christmas. 
I stopped going to school. The author- 
ities wanted to know why. And so did 
Mom, when they informed her of my 
truancy. I told her why, and what I was 
doing and what I wanted to do, and she 
liked to have died. 

“Oh, Buddy baby,” she sobbed, “quit- 
ting school and running around with a 
lot of cheap musician people! How 
could you do that to me? I’ve tried so 
hard to rear you right, but you’re going 
to end up just like your poor father if 


you don’t stop what you’re doing. You 
are ruining yourself, don’t you know 
that?” 

“Aw, Mom.” I protested, “it’s not like 
that at all. I’m just learning how to be 
a singer. What’s wrong with that?” 

“Everything’s wrong with the kind of 
singing you’re doing,” she said, tears 
running down her face. “Why, with your 
lovely voice, you could be a real singer, 
son. A concert singer!” 

“Aw, no, Mom,” I said. “That takes 
a lot of high class training. You know 
that.” 

Mom wiped her eyes and gave me a 
thoughtful look, then nodded. “Yes, | 
know that. And Buddy, I’m going to see 
that you get it!” 

Now this is when Madame Lili gets 
painted into this picture. Because the 
next I knew. Mom had arranged for me 
to study with her. This Lili woman was 
an ex-opera singer turned into a big- 
time voice coach. I was to have two half- 
hour lessons a week, at ten bucks per 
lesson! I wasn’t even thinking about a 
long-hair career, but I had no choice 
about those lessons or about returning to 
school. Because I wasn’t quite seventeen 
then, and still subject to truancy laws. 
But I sure hated to see Mom’s twenty 
bucks a week go down the drain. That 
is. | did until I laid my peepers on that 
Lili chick in her fine big downtown 
studio office. 

What was she like? Well, she had red- 
gold hair, smoky gray eyes and was 
stacked like seven million bucks! But in- 
side. she was no different from any of the 
grown women who had found me attrac- 
tive. With each lesson I could almost 
feel her winding up tighter and tighter 
until in my third week with her, she 
came toward me, tripped over nothing 
but air and I had to grab her to keep 
her from falling. And there she was, in 
my arms, eyes shuttered by long gold 
lashes, luscious lips moist and _ half 
parted! 

I stopped playing dumb as of right 
then. And what followed was the great- 
est. Like skyrocketing into paradise! 

For a hot minute I was in a terrific 
spin over her. But I slowed down pretty 
quick and started probing for an angle 
while she was still starry-eyed. I mean, 
she was a woman, she was weak for me, 
and she had dough—real dough. When 
| started meeting her at her apartment, | 
knew I had it made. 
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‘I make sure I'll be satisfied — 
I always buy a BRAND 
that’s made a NAME for itself!” 
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J. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 


wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 
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Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4, GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to-date products, 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 


Advertisers in this magazine are good names to know. 


Theyre proud of their brands ’cause they satisfy so! 
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The first payoff was the twenty bucks a 
week Mom was putting out. After we got 
together on a different basis from teach- 
er and student, Lili told me I had a good 
voice, but not of the concert type. So the 
lessons stopped and I didn’t tell Mom, 
but I did keep the dough. That made my 
take real good, because right from the 
start, Lili had the sweet little habit of 
sticking a twenty or two into my jacket 
pocket. And before long I got a big feel- 
ing because I was walking around with 
a couple of hundred bucks in my kick at 
all times. 

Lili was real good to me as time went 
on. I don’t mean the money she gave 
me or the expensive presents, like tai- 
lored clothes, smart luggage, a star 
sapphire ring and gold cuff links for my 
birthday, and loot like that. She was a 
sweet, tender woman and even after that 
first thrill wore off, I was very fond of 
her. But never for a moment did I forget 
the main issue—the big angle, especial- 
ly when it got so she wanted me at her 
apartment practically every night. Be- 
cause I knew it couldn’t go on like that 
indefinitely without Mom getting wise. 

Even worse as of then, May was get- 
ting real suspicious about where I was 
nights. I tried to cool her down with the 
jive that I was working with a band 
again, but you know what that chick 
finally did? She cold trailed me out to 
the swanky section where Lili lived and 
while she didn’t know who I was shack- 
ing up with in the big apartment build- 
ing I entered, she put two and two to- 
gether and got I mean, she 
knew it had to be a woman—and a pink- 
toe, at that. And that was bad, on both 
counts. Not only because May flipped, 
out of jealousy, but because she laid it 
on me that if I didn’t cut it out, she was 
soing to blab to Mom. And I knew that 


would never do. I also knew the time 


four. 


iad come to put my plans into action— 
to make my big break. 

As it happened, I didn’t have to trig- 
ger the situation. A new night elevator 
man at Lili’s building tipped off Mom 
that | was visiting her every night. He 

cognized me, but didn’t let on. He 
Mom well, and was a deacon in 


| . 
Knew 


‘r church. And he sure flapped his 

¢ mouth. 

Result: Mom stormed down to Lili’s 
studio and threatened to have her arrest- 
ed for contributing to the delinquency of 

juvenile. And Lili panicked. To her 


credit, she didn’t know until then that I 
was a minor. What she did know was 
that such a thing could really ruin her. 
She got me by telephone at school just 
before it let out, gave me a hint of what 
had happened and started crying and 
asking me why I had pretended to be 
over twenty-one and hysterical stuff like 
that. After a second or two of being 
scared stiff, my wits began to click and I 
soothed her down and said I'd never let 
anything happen like Mom had threat- 
ened—that I’d start hitch-hiking out of 
town right away. 

I didn’t have the slightest intention of 
doing anything like that. Besides, I 
wouldn’t have had to, for I had over five 
hundred bucks stacked up. But while 
Lili picked up on the leaving town angle 
as a way out, she didn’t want me doing it 
the hard way. She told me to meet her at 
the airport in a couple of hours and we'd 
decide what to do. So I met her and she 
had all the fine drapes and luggage she’d 
bought me, which I’d kept at her apart- 
ment to prevent Mom from getting sus- 
picious. And within another hour I was 
on a New York-bound plane. my poke fat 
with an additional five hundred smacks, 
and feeling great because Lili had prom- 
ised to send me more dough whenever I 
needed it. 

Well. New York was like a dream 
come true. But unlike so many kids who 
flock there, I arrived with more than a 
heart full of hope and big dreams. | had 
gold. And a couple of ideas. One was 
to “pass.” The other was to take it slow 
until I got myself discovered as a talent- 
ed young singer. 

My first idea worked out okay. Only it 
got me all fouled up. For the first time 
in my life I fell for a chick—really fell. 
She was a little blonde number, a dancer, 
and also for the first time, I found myself 
putting out dough on a chick. So instead 
of concentrating on my career. | con- 
centrated on her, living it up on Lili’s 
dough and having myself a great ro- 
mance. 

We shacked at a good uptown hotel as 
Mr. and Mrs. I never went near Harlem 
or any place where cats I’d known back 
home might pick up on me. And I never 
wrote May or Mom where I was. Life 
was all roses and champagne and weed 
smoke until a couple of months later Lili 
paid me a visit. Only she didn’t tell me 
in front. When I opened my hotel room 
door one night, Lili fell into my arms 


and started hugging and kissing me. 


Then the riot began. 

You know, I never dreamed a quiet, 
cultured woman could flip like Lili did, 
She got a glimpse of the blonde over my 
shoulder and then she exploded all over 
the joint. First she broke loose from my 
half-hearted embrace, grabbed a half. 
filled bourbon bottle and conked me, 
then whizzed past me and got herself a 
double handful of blonde hair and 
yanked what went with it out of bed. all 
the while screaming up a breeze. When 
she started dragging my girl friend 
around the room by her mane, I crawled 
out of the room and hid in a linen closet 
until much later when a house detective 
found me and told me to get gone as 
soon as I could pack. 

Pack? Yeah, but what? Lili had taken 
my wallet with all my dough, also my 
wrist watch, ring, cuff links and every- 
thing else of value. all of which she had 
given me. Then she had ruined my en- 
tire wardrobe with a razor blade, even to 
slashing the sides of my luggage. The 
only reason I had a whole suit to put on, 
the one I’d been wearing had gotten 
knocked behind the chair where I'd 
draped it when I1—uh—retired. So | hit 
the pavement just before day on a cold 
drizzly morning, an egg-sized lump on 
my noggin and nothing in my pocket 
but a couple of bucks in small change. 

I panicked. I mean there I was in the 
hig city, having made no friends. with- 
out dough, and scared stiff. So what did 
1 do? I telephoned May, charges re- 
versed. And told her that I was in trouble 
—that the woman I’d_ been fooling 
around with back home had come to 
New York looking for me, and that I had 
left everything I owned in the hotel room 
to keep from getting involved with her 
again. 

“So what am I supposed to do about 
it?” she asked, real salty. 

“Well, nothing, if you don’t want to,” 
I said, sighing. “T just thought—” 

“Buddy Dupree,” she exclaimed, 
sounding real picked, “if you expect me 
to help you, you’re expecting what isn’t 
going to happen, see? Here I’ve been all 
this time worrying myself sick over you 
and you didn’t think enough of me to 
write me a single solitary line, even! 
And now—!” 

“Wait a sec, baby,” I pleaded. “I’ve 
heen having it real rough and I wanted 
to wait until I’d got going before I sent 
for you. And—” 
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“Sent for me... ?” May echoed. “I 
got a picture of that! You and your ofay 
women! Huh!” 

“Okay,” I said. “If that’s what you 
think, okay. But I thought we had it all 
gttled long ago that when I hit the big 
time we were going to do a lot of fine 
things together.” 

May didn’t say anything for a few sec- 
onds. Then she asked quietly, “Does that 
till include us getting married?” 

Knowing i had to answer fast, I said, 
“Natch, baby. What else?” 

“Buddy . . . you mean that? For 
real?” 

“I most certainly do, May. Only I 
guess that will have to wait until I can 
get on my feet and land a job.” 

“Oh, no,” May said, sounding happy 
and excited. “Oh, no it won't! Look, 
darling—I’ll wire you some money right 
away. And I'll be with you in a couple 
of days—and I won’t be broke, either!” 

She sure called that turn. She was with 
me in a couple of days and she had elev- 
en hundred bucks which she’d swiped 
from her old man’s cash stash. But not 
until we went to New Jersey and got 
hitched, by hiking our ages, did she turn 
the loot over to me. 

We got a little apartment on St. Nicho- 
las Avenue and | came on like a man in 
love. But that was strictly make believe, 
while May was as happy as a lark in a 
park, all full of plans about what we 
were going to do. We. Huh! The very 
idea made me unhappy. 

It’s sure funny how things can unrav- 
el. No sooner did I ankle down Seventh 
Avenue than I started swapping skin 
with cats I’d known back home. 
greeted me like a brother, thinking I’d 


who 


just hit town. And only a couple of weeks 
after May and I married, they helped me 
snag a slave with a small combo at a 
basement club in the Village. Three 
weeks later the boys in the band got 
frantic because some pot-bellied guy 
with a crazy goatee dug the place four 
nights in a row. That was Mitch Mor- 
gan, they told me, like they were speak- 
ing of God. He was the pop artists chief 
with Recca Records, and a real big wheel 
in the entertainment field. They figured 
he liked our outfit and maybe wanted us 
to cut some platters. 

But it wasn’t us, Mitch wanted, it was 
me. He told me right off that I had what 
it took—the voice, the style, plus a cer- 
tain quality that made females go for 


me; and that he could put me over. That 
was his way—to make a guy believe in 
his ability. And he signed me to a con- 
tract, starting at two cents royalty a rec- 
ord and scaling up, according to the 
number of records sold. 

It was as simple as that. Because my 
recordings caught on almost from the 
start. I don’t mean I scored sensation- 
ally, but I did very much all right that 
first year, the highlights being two good 
hits, than two 
hundred thousand on two platters. Only 
about two out of every 600 records sell 
that well. 

I hadn’t wanted to marry May in the 
first place. When I began clicking, I was 
sorrier than ever. What made it even 
worse, I knew I’d chumped myself right 


meaning sales of better 


into it. Sometimes I got so disgusted at 
myself, I could have jumped up and 
down and hollered. For the smart opera- 
tor I’d considered myself, I’d played it 
all the way like a stupid square. First 
getting into that kick, and 
hiding from my real friends. Because 
if I’d got with them when I first reached 
New York, I would have made it without 
May. And I could have kept Lili on the 
string. And then panicking into marry- 


“ec e ” 
passing 


ing May. 
What dragged me was the way she in- 
sisted on tagging after me everywhere 
I went and acting in a way to make the 
world know that she was Mrs. Buddy 
Dupree. That spoiled the thrills of my 
budding success—kept me from all kinds 
of fine plays with the glamorous chicks 
in the entertainment field that I was 
meeting. I fairly shrivelled inside when 
I entered some night spot or cafe with 
her latching onto my arm to make sure 
everyone dug who she was. And it about 
killed me, the way eyebrows went up 
when we appeared. I mean a guy with my 
looks being chained to the unslick, dum- 
py little chick who made an evening 
frock straight from Paris look like a 
hand-me-down from her boss lady. 
Okay, truth is, I was 
ashamed of May. 


so the real 
But she had me in a 
noose and I couldn’t do a thing about it. 
! mean, like me still being a minor and 
having no legal right to sign contracts, 
et cetera. Also she showed me letters 
from her folks that showed they were 
plenty hot at me, and blamed me for 
making May run away with a chunk of 
her father’s And May told me to 
my teeth that if I tried to dump her, she 
would side with her father and let him 


money. 
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You, Too, Can Earn This Easy Way! 
Need extra money? Mrs. Harrison 
made $65.00 cash in her first spare 
hours. A busy mother in California 
made $715 in just spare time. Now 
it’s your turn to cash in! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 
Just show exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics to people you know and like. 
Nationally advertised Perfumes, Skin 
Creams, Hair Products, other beauty aids 
neededin every home sellonsight. A $10.00 
order can pay you $5.00 cash profit! It’s 
easy to take ten big orders in several 
hours and have $50.00 extra money 
to use as you please! ACT NOW 
Write today for full facts and amaz- 
ing FREE Display Case Offer! 


LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2H \ > 
400 Mulberry Street, Memphis 2, Tenn. Pi 
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MULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
7] per set 
% Only $1 of 2 rings 
You'll love these rings—the simulated 
diamonds look like a ** 
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HERMAN 
OPTICAL CO. 


179X Market Street, Newark, N. J. 




















OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T.VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 





LEARN AT HOME 


TO BE A PRACTICAL NURSE 


You can learn practical nursing at 
home in spare time. Course endorsed by 
physicians. Thousands of graduates. 

| HIGH SCHOOL NOT REQUIRED 
' 57th year. One graduate has charge of 
10-bed hospital, Another saved $400 
while learning. Equipment_ included. 
Men, women, 18 to 60. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. 

ICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 778, 25 East Jackson Bivd., Chicago 4, III. 





Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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press charges against me about the 


money and our illegal marriage. 

| talked it over with Mitch and he 
told me to keep May pacified no matter 
the cost. Because she could wreck me if 
| didn’t. That’s how it was—how it had 
to be. May wanted a better apartment. 
We got one. She wanted a piano. We got 
me. She wanted to write songs, so she 
did. And pestered me to use my influence 
to get them placed. But I only pretended 
to do that. Because they were from no- 
where. 

\ year went by—a year of mingled 
success and frustration. My name was 
getting known, the teen-age crowd was 
picking up on it. And since that age 
group buys ninety per cent of the pop 
platters, that meant plenty. The other 
ide of the coin was being chained to 
Vay and her jealousy and our constant 
quarrels. 

Then May came up with Cold Ashes. 
[t wasn’t a bad number, a strange kind 
f slow drag blues-ballad. But I didn’t 
think much of it and neither did Mitch. 
May had been riding me about the 
thing and I asked Mitch if we couldn’t 
vax it on the flip side of my next re- 
ase, a bouncy, driving number called 

ng, Long Gone, and he said okay, and 
we did. I didn’t tell May, planning to 
nake it a big surprise when the record 
was released. 

| don’t need to tell you what happened, 

you remember that song. Not Long, 
Long Gone, but Cold Ashes. In case you 
don’t. well, the record started slow. like 
1 quiet little breeze, then it developed 

to a big windstorm. 

It was real crazy. My company got 
aught short. It had sent out only 15,000 
opies to the distributors, which was 
isually plenty. But the kids who wanted 
he platter were yammering at the deal- 
rs and they were beating their gums 
to the distributors and they were blast- 

Recca with telegrams, 
phone calls, and personal visits, de- 
anding more copies of Cold Ashes as 
right then. And Mitch and the com- 
ny brass were going quietly and hap- 


Records 


ly mad. 

Now this is really the truth: Long, 
Long Gone wasn’t issued until several 
onths after it was cut. At the time I 
as up to my ears getting ready for a 
tour which would include stage, club 

d ballroom dates, plus a solid lineup 
{ appearances on television and jockey 

»ws. May was busy too, getting ready 


to accompany me. And I completely for- 
got to tell her about Cold Ashes. 

The way it turned out, she told me 
about it. Real loud. And in front of a 
lot of folks, including radio and newspa- 
per guys at a big party given for me 
by Peter Cotter, famed L.A. jockey, at 
a plush Hollywood hotel. As luck would 
have it, Cold Ashes got hot on the Coast 
before it spread East and May had heard 
it and came charging into the party cry- 
ing and yelling like mad. 

Because why? Because | had stolen 
the song from her, because I hadn’t even 
told her it had been recorded, because 
my name was on the label as composer, 
not hers! And right there before every- 
body, that girl called me everything 
but a child of God. I mean, she told all, 
adding in her own jealous fancies. But 
a lot of it was true. Like me wanting to 
be ofay, of my having made a thief of 
her to help me get started, of my being 
ashamed of her because she was brown- 
skin, of my being a minor, of how I 
treated my mother, and what a lowdown, 
dirty so-and-so I was for cheating her 
out of the song she had written. 

I couldn’t wedge in a word anywhere. 
I just stood there and took it while the 
newsguys popped flash bulbs as _ they 
snapped pics of the brawl. Then sudden- 
ly I had enough and lost my head and 
slapped May so hard she went down, 
out cold. 

I didn’t realize it then, but I had had 
it. The whole thing was a nightmare. 
The next I knew I was in jail. Hitting 
a woman is a felony in California. Add a 
narcotics charge to that, because some- 
body had gifted me with a couple of 
sticks of weed before the party and they 
were in my pocket when they shook me 
down at the police station. 

I didn’t know May had been hurt bad 
enough to be taken to the hospital. But 
she had—with a fractured skull. Her 
head had struck the foot of a metal table 
when she fell. She was dead the next 
morning. And I faced a murder rap. 
which was reduced to manslaughter. 

The day of the trial, when the deputies 
brought me in, somebody stood up and 
slashed me on the face and throat. That 
was May’s father. They didn’t prosecute 
him when I refused to press charges, on 
Mom’s advice. She had Los 
Angeles when the news broke the night 
I hit May. She got me good lawyers, but 


after a two-day trial, I drew a one to ten 


flown to 


year sentence. With Mom’s unflagging™ 
help, I made it out in three years. 

I knew everybody had frozen up on 
me, even Mitch. He claimed I told him 
that / wrote Cold Ashes. Maybe I did,” 
Maybe I was charged when I told him | 
about the song. 

But anyway, I'll never sing again, 
even if I were allowed to try for a come. 
back. Because Mr. Lacy’s knife fixed 
my vocal cords so all I can do is croak, 
And my face—well, it’s a mess, also” 
courtesy of Mr. Lacy’s sharp blade. 

I’m still only twenty-three but my 
life is finished, although Mom constant. 
ly tells me it isn’t. She got a job in anoth- 
er city when I got out of prison and we 
live there. But I never go out of the house 
except at night, when people won’t see 
me and recognize me. What lies ahead: 
I just don’t know. Mom says I’ve got te 
learn to pray and seek forgiveness for 
my sins. Maybe she’s got something 
there. Because nothing else has helped, 
not even my night visits to a psychiatri¢: 
clinic where, like I said earlier, the 
doctors told me that it was my back: 
ground that brought most of my trouble 
on me. 

I don’t know if they are wrong of 
right. All I know is, ’m awfully sor 
about May and what I did to her. Ané 
that I wish I had never been born. Allo 
which is cold, cold rice. Or maybe, cold 
ashes... 

So there you have it—the portrait im 
full. It’s up to you to decide whether of 
not it’s a portrait of a heel. 

What’s your decision? 


THE END 
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NEXT MONTH 


THIS 
LOVE 

IS HERE 
TO STAY 


By RUTH BROWN 
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